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T O E M S 

B Y 

TtfR. NJ C H OL A S RO WE. 
THE GOLDEN '^VERSES OF PYTHAGORAS. 

TR.ANSLATE.D FKOU ,TflU GRE£K« 

TO TH^E RE AJ3ER. 

1H0PE the reader will forgive the liberty I 'have 
taken in tranflating thefe Verfei fomewhat at large, 
without which it would have been almoft impbffiblc 
to have given any kind of turn in Englhh poetry to fo 
dry a fubjeft. The fenfe of the Author is, I hope, 
tto where miftaken ; and rf there feems in fome places 
to be fome additions in the Englifh verfes to the Greek 
text, they are only fiich as may be juftified from 
Hierocles^s Commentary, and delivered by him as 
the larger and^ explained fenfe of the Author-s ihort 
precept. I have in fome few places ventured to differ 
from the learned Mr. Dacier*«s French interpretation, 
as thofe that ihall give themfelves the trouble of a 
i!tn£i comparifon vrill find. How far I am in the 
right, is left to the reader to determine. 
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FTRS T to the gods thy 'humble homage pay j 
The greateil this, and iirft of laws, o^y : 

Perform thy vows, obferve thy plighted troth, 

And let religion bind thee to thy oath, 

The heroes next demand thy juft regard, 

RenownM on^earth, and to the ftars .preferred, 

To light and endlefs life, their virtue'*s fure reward* 

Due rites perform and honours to the de^d^ 

To every wife, to every pious fhade. 

With lowly duty to thy parents bow. 

And grace and favour to thy kindred (how : 

For what concerns the 'reft of human kind, 

Choofe out the man to virtue bed intlinM 5 

Him to thy arms receive, him to thy bofom bind, 

Poffeft of fuch a friend, preferve him ftill j 1 5 

-Nor thwart his counfels with thy ftubborn will ; 
Pliant to all his admonitions prove. 
And yield to all his offices of love : 
Him from thy heart, fo true, fo juftly dear. 
Let no rafh word nor light offences tear. ao 

Bear all thou canft, f^ill with his failings (hive. 
And to the utmoft ftill, and flill forgive; 
For ftrong neceflity alone explores 
The fecret vigour /)f our latent powers, 
. Rouzes and urges on the lazy heart, #5 

Force, to itfelf unknown before, t' exert. 
By ufc thy ftronger appetites allwage, 
.Thy gluttony, thy floth, thy luft, thy rage s 
From each difhoneft acl of fhame forbear ; 
• Of others, and thyfelf, alike beware. 30 

Let 
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THE ^BOiDEN VE-RSES, ^ 

1-ct reverence of thyfelf thy thoughts control. 

And guard the facred temple of thy foul. 

Let ]u(Hce o'er thy ivord and deed prcfide. 

And reafon ev'n thy meaneft anions guide : 

li'or know that death is man's appointed doom, 35 

Know that the day of great account will come, 

When thy paft life Ihall ftriftly be ftirvey'd, 

Each word, each deed, be in the balance laid. 

And all the good and all the ill moft juilly be repaid 

For wealth, the perifhing, uncertain good, 49 

Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood. 

That knows no fure, no flx*d abiding-place. 

But wandering loves from hand to hand to pafs $ 

Revolve the getter's joy and lofer's pain. 

And think if it be worth thy while to gain, 45 

^f all thofe ibrrows that attend mankind. 

With patience bear the lot to thee aflign'd 5 

Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load i 

For know what man Tails Fortune is from God. 

In what thou may'ft, from wifdom feek relief, 50 

And let her healing hand affwage thy giief j 

Yet ftill whatever the righteous doom ordain Sj 

What caufe foever multiplies thy pains, 

Xet not thofe pains as ills be underftood $ 

For God delights not to aflli6l the good. 5^ 

The reafoning art, to various ends apply'd. 
Is oft a fui-e, but oft an erring guide. ' 

Thy judgment therefore found and cool preferve, 
Nor lightly from thy refolution fwerve; 
The dazzling pornp of words -does oft deceive, 60 
A»d fwcct perfuaftoD wins the cafy to believe. 
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4 >R OtW E'S PO E-M^. 

When fools and lyars labour to perfuade. 
Be dumb, and let the babblers vainly plead. 

This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and £rft, thyfeJf concern j -^ 

Let notexaniple, let no Toothing- tonguCy 
Prevail upon thee with a Syren's fong. 
To do thy foul's immortal silence wrong. 
Of good and ill by words or deeds expreft, 
Choofe.for.thyfelfy and always choofe the beft. 70 

Let wary thought each.enterprize forcruu. 
And ponder on thy talk before begun. 
Left folly flxould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy. fruitlefs labours with difgrace* 
Fools huddle on, and always are in hafte, ^c 

A61 without thought, and thoughtlefs words they wafle. 
But thou, in all thou doft, with early cares 
Strive to prevent at Jirft a fate like, theirs j 
That forrow on the end. may never wai^ 
Nor fliarp repentance make thee wife too late. lo 

Beware thy. meddling ha&d in aught to try. 
That does beyond thy reach of knowledge lie ; 
But feek. to know, and bend thy ferious thought 
To fearch the provable knowledge out. 
So joys on >oys for ever Aiall increaie, 
Wifdorn ihall crown thy labours, .-and fliall blcfs 
Thy life with pleafure, and thy end with peace. 

.Nor let the body. want its part, but ihare 
A juft proportion of thy tender care s 
JPor health and welfare prudently provide, 
JVnd let its lawful wants be all fupply'd, -90 

Le 
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THE GO.LJ)EN VE-RSE^S. 5 

Uctfober draughts refrefhi and wholefome fare *) 
Decaying .natu re's wafted force repair 5 L 

And fprightly exercife the duller fpirits chear. . J 
la all things ftill which to this care belong, 
Obferve this rule, to guard thy foul fnom wrong. 95. 
By virtuous ufe tliy life and manners framej 
Manly and fnnply pure, and free from blame. 

Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curie of her malicious eye. - 

Seek not in needlefs luxury to wafte j^o' 

Thy wealth and fubftance with a fpcndthrift's hafte. 
Yet flying thefe, be watchful, left thy mind, J 

Prone to extremes, an equal danger find, L 

And be to fordid avarice inclined. 3 

DFftant alike from each, to neither lean,* • ,05 

But ever keep the happy Golden Mean. 

Be careful ftill to guard thy foul from wrong, 
And let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 

Let not the ftealing God of Sleep furprize. 
Nor creep in flumbers on thy weary eyes, no 

Etc every aftion of the former day 

Striaiy thou doft and righteoufly furvey^ 

With reverence at thy own tribunal ftand, • > 

And anfwer juftly to thy own demand. 

Where have I been ? In what have I trangrefsM ? 115 . 

What good or ill has this day's life exprefs'd ? 

Where have I fail'd in what I ought t;o do ? 

In what to God, to man, or to myfelf I owe ? 

Inquire fevere what-e'er from firft to laft, 

From morning's dawn,till evening's gloom,has paft. no 
B 3 If 



It O WE*S POEMS. 



If goody the good with peace of miad' repay. 
And to thy fecret felf with pleafure fay, 



If evil were thy deeds, repenting monm, 
And let thy foul with ftrong reniorfe brtom. 

Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. ^ 

Thefe thoughts, and chiefly thefe thy mind Ihould 
move, 
Employ thy fttidy, and engage thy love. 
Thefe are the x-ules which will to Virtue lead. 
And teach thy feet her heavenly paths to tread. 
This by his name I fwear, whofe facred lore 
Firft to mankind explained the myftic Four,^ 
Source of eternal nature and almighty power. 

Ill all thou doft firft let thy prayers afcend, 'j 

And to thy gods thy labours firft commend: > 

From them implore fuccefs, and hope a profperousend*-^ 
So (hail thy abler mind be taught to foar. 
And wifdom in her fecret ways explore 5 
To range through heaven above and earth below^ 
Immortal gods and mortal men to know. 
So fhalt thou learn what power does all control, y4# 
What bounds the parts, and what unites the whole t 
And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame. 
How univerfal Nature is. the fame 5 
So (halt thou ne'er thy vain aiFe^ions place 
On hopes of what /hall never come to pafs. X45 

Man, wretched man, thou fhalt be taught to know. 
Who bears within himfelf the inborn caufe of woe. 
Unhappy race 1 that never yet could tell, 
How near their good and happinefi they dwell. 

Pepri»*d 
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DeprivM of fenfe, they neither hear por fee } 

Fetter'd in vice, they frek not to be free. 

But ftiipid, to their own fad fate agree : 

Like ponderous rolling-ftones, oppi*efs'd with" ill 

The weight that loads them makes th£m roUoa^ftilly 

Bereft of choice and freedom of the will j 

For native ftrife in every bofbm reigws, 

And fecretly a^ impious war maintains^ 

Provoke not this^ but let the combat ceaie, 

And every yielding paffion fue for peace. 

Would'ft thou, great Jove, thou father of mankind. 
Reveal the Daemon for that tafk aflign'd, 
The wretched race an end of -woes would find, 
i?^Sl yet be bold, O man, divine thou arty 
And of the gods celeAial e^nce part. 
Nor facred afttire is from thee conceard, 165 

But to thy race her myftic rules reveaPd. 
Thefe if to know thou happily attain, 
So©n flialt thou perfeft be in ail that I oitfein-. 
Thy wounded foul to health thou fhalt reftore. 
And free from every pain ihe feh before. 170 

Abftain, I warn, from meats unclean and foul, 
Sok keep thy body pure, fo free thy foul ; 
So rightly judge; thy reafon fo maintain 5 
Reafon which heaven did for thy guide ordain:, 
Let that beft reafon ever hold the rein. 

Then if this mortal body thou fbrfhke, 
And thy glad flight to the pure aether take,, 
Among^he gods exalted (halt thou Ihine,. 
Immortal, incorruptible, diviner 
The tyrant death fecurely (halt thoii hvs^vey, 
Afid fcorn the dark dominion of the grav«#^ 
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A POEM; 

ON 

THE LATE GLORIOUS SUCCESSES, «rc,. 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 

THE LORD TREASURER GODOLPHIN. 

WHILE kings and nations on thy counfels wait^. 
And Anna trufts to thee the Britifh ftate $ 
While fame, to* thee, from every foreign coaft. 
Flies with the news of empires won and loftj 
Relates whatever her bufy eyes beheld, j. 

And tells the fortune of each bloody field $ 
While, with officious duty, crowds attend. 
To hail the labours of thy god -like friend, 
Vouchfafe the Mufe^s humbler joy to hear } 
For facred numbers (hail be ftill thy care $ to- 

Though mean the verfe, though lowly be the drain. 
Though leaft regarded be the Mufe, of all the tuneful 

ti'ain. 
Yet rife, negle6lcd nymph, avow thy flame, 
AiTert th^ infpiring god, and greatly aim 
To make thy numbers equal to thy theme. 
From heaven derive thy verfe j to heaven belong 
The counfels of the wife, and battles of the ftrong.. 
To heaven the royal Anna owes, alone. 
The virtues which adorn and guard her throne j 
Thence is h^r juftice wretches to redrefs, so 

Thence is her mercy and her love of peace { 

5 Thence 
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ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. 

Thence is her power, her fceptre uncontrol'd. 

To bend the ftubborn, and reprefs the bold } 

Her peaceful arts fierce fa6lions to aflWage, 

To heal their breaches, and to footh their rage; 25- 

Thence is that haj^y prudence, which prefides 

In each defign, and every aft ion guides 5 

Thence is fhe taught her (hining court to grace, 

And fix the worthieft.in the .worthieft place^ 

To truft at home Godolphin's watchful care, 3©, 

And fend viftorious Churchill forth to war. 

Arife, ye nations rcfcued by her fword. 
Freed from the bondage of a foreign lord, 
Arife, and join the heroine to blefs. 
Behold fhe fends to fave you from.diftrefs ;.. 35. 

Rich is the royal bounty fhe beftows, 
'Tis plenty, peace, and fafety from your foes. 
And thou, Iberia ! rousM at length, difdain 
Tq wear inflavM the Gallic tyrant's chain. 
For fee ! the Britiib genius comes, to chear 40- 

Thy fainting fons, and kindle them to war. 
With her own glorious fires their fouls fhe warms, 
And bids them burn for liberty and arms. 
Unhappy land ! the foremofl once in fame, 
Once lifting to the flars thy noble name, 45 

In arts excelling, and in arms fevere. 
The wefteru kingdoms'" envy, and their fear : 
Where is thy pride, thy confcious honour, flown. 
Thy ancient valour, and thy firft renown ? 
How art thou funk among the nations now ! 
How haft thou taught" thy haughty neck to bow. 
And dropt the warrior's wreath inglorious from toy 
brow 1 
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Not thus of old her valiant fathers bore 
The bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 
But, oft, alternate, made the vi^ora yteld» 55. 

Andprov'd their might in many a well-fought field j 
Bold in defence of liberty they ftood> 
And doubly dy'd their crofs in Moorifli blood : 
Then in heroic* arms their knights excelPd, 
The tyrant then and giant then they queJlM* 6a 

Then every nobller thought their minds did move. 
And thofe who fought for freedom, figh'd for love. 
Like one, thofe £icred flames united live». 
At once they languiih, and once revive 5 
Alike they (hun the coward antf the Have,. 65 

But blefs the: free, the virtuous, and the brave. 
Nor frown, ye fair, nor think my vcrfe unti-ue j. 
Though wr difdain that man fhould man fubdue, 
Yet all the free-born race are flaves alike to yoa. 

Yet, once again that glory to reftore, ^ 70 

TI1C Britons feek the Celtiberian ihore. 
With echoing peals, at Anna's high command. 
Their naval thunder wakes the drowfy land ; 
High at their head, Iberia's promised lord. 
Young Charles of Auftria, waves his fhining fwordj. 
His youthful veins with hopes of empire glow. 
Swell his bold heart, and urge him on the foe : 
With joy he reads, in every warrior*s face,. 
Some happy omen of a fare fuccefs j 
Then leaps exulting on the hoflile ftrand, 89 

And thinks the deftinM fceptre in his hand. 

Nor fate denies, what firft his wifhes name^ 
Proud Barcelona owns his j after claim^ 

. With 
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With the Mt laurel binds his youthful brows, 

And, pledge of ftiturecrowns, the mural wreath beftows* 

But fooi> the equal of his- youthful years, 

Philip of Bourbort'8 hai?ghty line appears 5 

Like hopes attend his birth, like glories grace, 

(If glory can be in' a tyrant's race) 

In numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 90 

But nearer draws tHe black impending war; 

He views his hoft, then fcorns the rebel town, 

And dooms to certain death the rival of his crown. 

Now fame and empire, all the nobler lJ)oil8 
That- urge the hero, and reward his toils, 95 

PlacM' in their view, alike their hopes engage. 
And fire their breafts with more than mortal rage. 
Not lawlefsrlovei not vengeance, nor defpair. 
So daring, fierce, untamM, and furious are. 
As when ambition prompts the great to war ; 
As youtHful kings, when, ftriving for renown. 
They prove their might in arms, and combat for a crown,. 

Hard wsfe the cruel ftrife, and doubtful, long 
Betwixt the chiefs fufpended conqueft hung j 
Till, forc'd at length, difdaining much to yield, 105. 
Charles to his rival quits the fatal field. 
Numbers and .fortune o'er his right prevail,. 
And ev'n the Britifh valour feems to failj, , 

And yet they fail'd not all. In that extreme,. 
Conicious of virtue, liberty, and fame. 
They vow the youthful monarches fate to fhare. 
Above diftrefs', unconqucrM by defpair, 
Still to defend the town, and animate the war. 

But 
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But lo ! when every better hope was paft. 
When every day of danger feeniM their laft, , ixj: 

Far on the diftant ocean, they furvey, 
Where a proud navy plows its watery way* 
Nor long^ they doubted, but with joy defcry, . «^. 

"Upon the chief "s tall top-mafi-s waving high, . > 

The firitifh crofs and Belgic lion fly. 3' 

Loud with tumultuous clamour, loud they rear. 
Their cries of ecftafy, and rend the air; 
In peals on peals the fhouts triumphant rife. 
Spread fwift, and rattle through the fpacious (kies | 
While, from below, old ocean groans profound. 
The walls, the rocks, the ihores, repel the found. 
Ring with the deafening fhock,and thunder all around. 
Such was the joy the Trojan youth exprefs'd 
Who, by the fierce Rutilian's fiege diftrefs'd. 
Were by the Tyrrhene aid at length releas'd j 
When young Afcanius, then in arms firft tryM,. 
Numbers and every other want fupplyM, 
And haughty Turn us from his walls defy'd 5 
SavM in the town an empire yet to come. 
And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. 135 

But oh ! what verfe, what numbers, ftiall reveal 
Thofe pangs of rage and grief the vanquiibM feel ! 
Who Ihall retreating Philip's (hame impart. 
And tell the angui/h of his labouring heart 1 
What paint, what fpeaking pencil, ihall exprefs 14.0 
The blended paffions driving in his face ! 
Hate, indignation, courage, pride, remorfe. 
With thoughts of glory paft, the lofer^s greateft curfe» 

Fatal 
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ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. ^ 

l^atal ambition 1 fay what wondrous charms 

.JDelude mankind to toil for thee in arms ! • 1^5 

'When all thy fpoils, thy wreaths in battle won. 

The pride of power, and gloiy of a crown, 
When all war gives, when all the great can gain, 
Ev'n thy whole pleafure, pays not half thy pain. 

All hail ! ye fofter, happier arts of peace, 1 50 

Secured from harms, and bleft with learned eafe.j 

tin battles, blood, and perils hard, unikiird, 
W^hich haunt the warrior in the- fatal field ;, 
But chief,.thee, Goddefs Mufe ! my verfe would raife, 
<And to thy own foft numbers tune thy praife j 1^5 
Happy the youth infpirM, beneath thy (hade. 
Thy verdant, ever- living laurels laid ! 
There, fafe, no pleafures, there no. pains th^y know, 
But thofe which from thy facred raptures flow, 
J^or wiih for crowns, but what thy groves beftow. 
Me, nymph divine ! noc fcorn my humble prayer, 
Receive unworthy, ta thy kinder care, 
Doom'd^o a gentler, though more lowly, fate. 
Nor wifhing once, nor knowing to be great ; 
IVle, to thy peaceful haunts, inglorious bring, 
Where fecret thy celeftial fitters fing, 
Paft by their facred hill, and fweet Caftalian fpring. 

But nobler thoughts, the vi^or prince employ. 
And raife his heart with high triumphant joy | 
From hence a better courfe of time rolls on, 170 

And whiter days fucceffive feem to run. 
From hence his kinder fortune feems to date 
Tiic rifing ^iQrits of bit future :fiat«. 

From 



3W, ^ 
V. 3 



J 



.J 



14. ROW E'S P ©ii; M«. 

From htncei — JSutoh ! too foon the hero mourns 

Mis hopes deceived, and war's inconftant turns. 175 

In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms 

Provoke the cold Iberian lords to arms j 

Carelefs of fame, as of their monarches fate. 

In fullen (loth fupinely proud they fate ; 

Or to be ilaves or free alike prepared, i«o 

And trailing heaven was bound to be their guards 

UntouchM with ihame, the noble ftri^ beheld. 

Nor once effay'd to ftruggle to the field j 

fiut fought in the cold fhade, and rural feat. 

An unmolefted eafeand calm retreat : 785 

Saw each contending prince's arms advance. 

Then with a lazy dull indifference 

TurnM^o their reft, and left &e world to chance. 

So when, commanded by the wife of Jove, 

Thaumantian Iris left the realms above, 199 

And fwift defcending on ber painted bow, 

bought the dull god of ileep in fhades below $ 

Kodding and ilow, his drowfy head he reaiM, 

And heavily tbe faored meflage heard j 

Then with a yawn at once,forgrot the pain, 1^5 

And funk to his firft ileth and indolence again. 

But oh, myMufel th\ ungrateful toil forfake, 
$ome taflc more pleaiing to thv mimbers take, 
Nor chpoie in melancholy ftrains to tell 
^ach harder chance the }u^r caiiiie befeJ • ao« 

Or rather turn, aufpicious turn tby.flight. 
Where Maribocough's heroic jurms invite. 
Where higheft deeds tbepoetls breaft iaipire 
With rage divine, and fan the facred fire. 

Sec! 
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See ! where at once Ramitlia^s noble field 205 

Ten thoufand themes for living verfe fhall yield. 

Sep ! where at once the dreadful objeft« rife. 

At once they fpread before my wondering eyes. 

And fliock my labouring foul with vaft furprize j 

At once the wide extended battles move, a 10 

At once they join, at once their fate they prove. . 

The roar afcends promifcuous j groans and cries. 

The drums, the cannbns' burft, the fliout, fupplics 

One univerfal anarchy of noife. 

One din confused, found mixt and loft in found, 215 

Echoes to all the frighted cities round. 

Thick duft and fmoke in wavy clouds' arife. 

Stain the bright day, and taint the purer Ikies 5 

While fiafhing flames like lightening dart between, 2i« 

And fill the horror of the fatal fcene. 

Around the field, all dyM in purple foam. 

Hate, fury, and infatiate flaughter roam; 

Difcord w|ith pleafureo'er the ruin treads. 

And laughing wraps her in her tatterM weeds} 225 

While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, . 

Shakes terrible her fteely whip from far. 

And with ntw rage revives the fainting war. 

So when two currents rapid in their courfe 

Kiifh to a point, and meet with equal force, 230 

The angry billows rear their heads on high, 

Dalhing aloft the foaming furges fly, 

And riflng cloud the air with miily fpry ; 

The raging flood is heard from far to roar. 

By liftening fhepherds on the diftant fhore, 23 j 

While much they fear, what ills it fhould portend, 

•And wonder why the watery gods contend* 
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High in the midfl, Britannia's 'warlike chief. 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of life, 
' It feen to prefs where death and dangers call, 
' Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeft fall. 
He flies, and drives confusM the fainting Gaul. 
Like heat diffused, his great example warms. 
And animates the fecial warriors'. arms, 
Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold, ■ 245 
Makes the young heroes, and renews the old« 
In forms divine around him watchful wait 
The guardian genii of the Britiih date } 
Juftice and Truth his fteps unerring guide. 
And faithful Loyalty defends his fide; ^50 

Prudence and' Fortitude their .Marlborough guard. 
And pieafing Liberty his labours chear'd 5 
But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there. 
The union-crofs his filver ihield did bear. 
And in his decent hand -he fhook a warlike ipear. 
While Viftory celeftial foars above, 
Plum'd like the eagle of imperiarjove, 
Hangs o'er the chief, whom Ihe delights to'blefs. 
And ever arms his fword with fure fuccefs. 
Dooms him the proud opprelTor to deftroy, a^o 

Then waves her palm, and claps her wings for jpy. 
Such was young Ammon on Arbela's plain, 
*Or fuch the • painter did the hero feign. 
Where ruihing on, and fierce, he feems to ride. 
With graceful ardor, and majeflic pride, 
'With all the gods of Greece and fortune on his fide. 

Nor long Bavaria's haughty prince in vain 
Ijabovrs the fight unequal to maintain j 

vBmn. Ht 



1 



.1 



\ 



ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. 17 

He fees ^tis doomM his fatal friend the Gaul 

Shall ihare the (hame, and in one ruin fall ^ 270 

Flies from the foe too oft in battle try'd. 

And heaven contending on the vigor's fide ; 

Then mourns his rafti ambition'* s crime too late. 

And yields reluftant to the force of fate. 

So when ^neas, through night''s gloomy (hade. 

The dreadful forms of hoftile gods furvey'd, 

Hopelefs'he left the burning town and fled :j 

Saw ''twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 

Or fave what heaven had deftin'*d to deftroy . 

What vaft reward, O Europe, (halt thou pay, aSo 
To him who fav'd thee on this glorious day ! 
Blefs him, ye grateful nation*, where he goes. 
And heap the vi6^or^s laurel on his brows. 

In every'land, in every city freed. 
Let the proud column rear its marble head, 
^o Marlborough and Liberty decreed ; 
Rich with his wars, triumphal arches raife, 
To teach your wondering fens the hero's praife; 
To him your flcilful bards their verfe ihall bring. 
For him the tuneful voice be taught to 0ng, 
.The breathing pipe fhall fwell, ihall found the trem 
bling Ih-ing, 

O happy thou I where peace for ever fmiles^ 
Britannia ! nobleft of the ocean's ifles, 
"Fair queen I who doft amidft thy waters reign. 
And ftretch thy empire o'er the fartheft main : 295 
What *ranfports in thy parent "bofom roilM, 
When fame at iirfttthe pleafing ftory told ! 

C How 
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tiosv didft thou lift thy towery front on high'! 

Not meanly confcious of a mother's joy. 

Proud of thy fon as Crete was of her Jove, ^ 

How wert thou pleas'd heaven did thy choice approve, > 

And fixt fucccfs where thou haft fixt thy love I J 

How with regret his abfence didft thou mourn I 

Hpw with impatience wait his wiflit return I 

How were the winds accusM for his delay '. ^ 

Hpw didft thou chide the gods who rule die Tea, v 

And charge the Nereid nymphs to waft him on his wayl j 

At length he comes, he ceafes from his toil, 
Llk<s kings of old returning from the fpoll i 
To Britain and his queen for ever dear, 31 • 

He. comes, .their joy and grateful thanks to fiiacej 
Lowly he kneels before .the royal ieat. 
And lays its.proudeft wreaths at Anna's feet. 
While, formM alike for Jabours or for eafe, 
Jn camps to thunder, or in courts to pleafe, .311 

Britain's bright nymphs make Marlborough their care, 
Jn all his dangers, all his triumphst fliare. 
Conquering he lends the well-pleas'd fair new grace, 
And addsireih luftre to each beauteous face s 
Britain preferv'd by his victorious arms, ^ 

l^Vith wondrous pleafure each fair boibm ^varnasy > 
Lighten^'in all their eyes».and doubles all their charmau ^ 
£v'n his own Sunderland, in beauty's ftore 1 

So rich flie feem'd incapable of more, > 

Mow ihines with graces never known before^ } 

Fierce with tranfporting >oy ihe feems to bum^ 
And each foft feature takes a fjprightly tum^ 

5 Kevr 
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'New flames are feen to fparklp in hjr eyes, 
And on her blooming xheek frefli rofes rife; 
The pleafiDg paiiion heightens each bright hue, 33« 
And feems to touch the iinifliM piece anew. 
Improves what nature's bounteous hand had given. 
And mends the faireft workmanfhip of heaven. 

Nor joy like this in courts is only found. 
But fpreads to all the grateful people round 5 335 

Laborious hinds Lnur*d to rural toil. 
To tend the flocks and turn the mellow foil, 
In homely guife their honefl: hearts tixprefs, 
. And blefs the warrior who protects the peace. 
Who keeps. the. foe aloor and drives afar 349 

The dreadful ravage of the wafting war. 
No rude deftroyer cuts the ripening crop, 
.Prevents the harveft, and deludes their hopej 
No helplefs wretches fly with wild amaze. 
Look weq)ing back, and fee their dwellings blaze ; 34^ 
The viftor's chain no mournful captives know. 
Nor hear thc^ threats of the infultifig foe. 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful fields abound. 
The chearful voice of mirth is heard to found. 
And Plenty doles her various bounties round. 
The humble village, and the wealthy town, 
.Confenting join their happinefs to own : 
"What heaven and Anna's gentleft reign afford. 
All is fecur'd by Marlborough's conquering fword. 

O facred, ever honoured name I O thou ! 3 ? < 

That wert our greateft William once below I 
\Vbat place foc'er thy virtues now polTefs 
Near the bright fource of everlafting blifs, 

C % Where 



1 



to R O W E'S P O E M S, ' 

Where- e'er exalted to etherial height, 

Kadiantwith ftars^thou tread'ft the fields of ligbt;^ 3(9 

Thy feats divine, thy heaven a-while forfake. 

And deign the Britons^ triumph to partake. 

Nor .art thou changed, but|lill thou (halt delight 

To hear ^e fortune of the glorious fight. 

How failM oppnefiion, and prenrailM the right. 

What once below, fueh ftill thy pleafures are, 

Europe and Liberty are ftill thy care j 

Thy great, thy generous, pure, immortal mind f 

Is ever to the public good inclined, K 

Is ftill the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind. j 

BLehold where Marlborough, thy laft beft gift. 

At parting to thy native Belgia left. 

Succeeds to all thy kind paternal cares, 

Thy watchful counfels, and laborious wars $ 

Like thee, afpires by virtue to renown, T 

Fights to fiecure an empire not his pwn, (. 

Reaps only toil himielf, and gives away a crown. J 

At length thy prayer, O pious prince ! is heard, 380 

Heaven has at length in its own caufe appeared 

.At length Raroijlia^s iield atones for all 

The faithlefs breaches of the perjar'd Gaul^ 

At length a better age to man decreed, -% 

With truth, with |>eace, and juftice, (hall fucceed j C 

Fairn are the proud, and the griev'd world is freed, j 

One triumph yet, my Mufe, remains behind, 
.Another vengeance yet the Gaul fliall find j 
On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills^ 
Louis the force of hoftile Britain feels : 3^ 

Swift 
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Swift to her friends diftrefs'd her fiiccoura fly^ 
Anddiftant wars her wealthy fons fupply : 
From flow una6Uve courts, they giieve to h«r 
Eugene, a name to every Briton dear. 
By tedious languiihing delays is held 395 

Repining^ and impatient, from the field: 
While fa6lious ftatefmen riot in excefs. 
And lazy pr lefts whole provinces poflefs. 
Of unregarded wants the brave complain. 
And the ftarv'd foldier fues for bread in vain i 400 
At once with generous indignation warm, 
Britain the treafure fends, and bids the hero arm. 
Straight eager to the field, he fpeeds away, -^ 

There vows the viftor Gaul fhall dear repay > 

The fpoils of Calcinato's fatal day : -^ 

Chear'd by the prefence of the chief they love,- 
Once more their fate the warriors long to prove 5 
RevivM each foldier lifts his drooping head. 
Forgets his wounds, and calls iiim on to lead 5 
Again their creils the German eagles rear, 410 

Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian airj 
Greedy for battle and the prey they call. 
And point great Eugene's thunder on the Gaul. 
The chief commands, and foon in dread array 
Oiiwards the moving legions urge their way 5 41 5 

With hardy marches and fuccefsful hafte, -j 

O'er every barrier fortunate they pafsM, > 

Which nature or the ikilful foe had plac'd. 3 

The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends. 
To mark which way the wary leader bends,. ^o 

C 3 Vainly 
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Vainly in war's myfterious rules is vflfe, 
Lurks where tall woods andthickeft coverts rife. 
And meanly hopes a conqueft from furprize. 
Now with fwift faorfe the plain around them beats> 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats 5 4:5 

Kow fixM to wait the coming force, he feems^. 
Secur'd by fteepy banks and rapid ftreams ; 
While river-gods in vain exhauft their ftore ; 
From plenteous urns the guihing torrents pour. 
Rife o'er their utmoft margins to the plain, 430 

And drive today the warrior's hafte in vain ; 
Alike they pafs the plain and defer wood. 
Explore the ford, and tempt the fwelling flood, 
Unfhaken ftill purfue the ftedfaft courfe, 
And where they want their way, they find it or they force. 

But anxious thoughts Savoy's great Prince infeftj 
And roll ill-boding in his careful breaft j 
Oft he revolves the ruins of the great. 
And fadly thinks on loft Bavaria's fate. 
The haplefs mark of fortune's cruel fport, ^ 

An exile, meanly forc'd to beg fupport > 

From the flow bounties of a foreign court. J 

Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laft retreat. 
His glory once and empire's ancient feat. 
He fees from far where wide deftni£lions fpread, 445 
And fiery ihowers the goodly town invade. 
Then turns to mourn in vain his rain'd ftate. 
And curfe the unrelenting tyrant's hate. 

But great Eugene prevents his every fear. 
He had refolv'd it, and he would be there j 450 

Not 
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Not dftnger^ toil, the tedious weaiy wayv 

Nor all the Gallic powers his protaiisM aid dela^f^ 

Like truth it&lf unknowing how to fail. 

He fcomM to doubt^ and knew he mu&, prevail; 

Thus ever certain does the iSaxi appear, 4^ 

Bound by the law of Jovft^^-etemal year j 

Thus conftaat to histfourfe lets out at ui(ffn» 

Round the wide world ia twice twelve, hours is bom9 

And to a moment keeps his fix'd return. 

Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, "% 
Their friendly fuccour for thebrave prepare, > 

And on the foe united bend the war. 3 

0*er the ftcep^ trench and ramparts guarded Height, 
At once they ru(h, and drive the rapid flighty. 
With idle arms the Gallic legions feem ^^^ 

To ftem the rage of the refiftlefs ftream ; 
At once it bears them down, at once they yield^i 
Headlong are puih'd and fwept along the field j 
Reiiftance ceafes, and ^tis war no more, 
At once the vanquifh'd own the vi/ilor's ppwer ; 4^0 
Throughout the field, where-e'er they turn their fight, 
'Tis ali or conqucft or inglorious flight 5 
Swift to their relicued friends their jqys they bear, -j 
With life and liberty at once they chear, C 

And fave them in the moment of defpair. !x- 

So timely to the aid of finking Rome, 
With active hafte did great Camillus come i ■ 
So to the Capitol he forcM his way, ^ . 

So from the proud Barbarians fnatch'd his prey, > 
Aad fav'd hi« country in one fignal day. 3 

C 3, From 
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From impious arms at length, O Louis ceaie.r 
And kaye at length the labouring world in peace,. 
Left heaven diiiclofe fome yet more fatal fcene> 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin ; 
Left from thy hand thou fee- thy fceptre torn, * 4S5 

And humbled in the duft thy lofles moum^: 
Left urg'd at length thy own repining (lave. 
Though fond of burdens, and in bondage brave^ 
_ Purfue thy hoary head withcurfes to. the grave* 
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AN EPISTLE- TO FLAVIA. 

OK THE SIGHT OP TWO PINDARIC ODES OS 

THE SPLEEN AND VANITY. 

WRITTEN BY A LADY * HER FRIEND. 

FLAVIA, to you with fafety I commend 
This verfe, the fecret failing of your friend. 
To your good-nature I fecurely truft, 
Who know, that to conceal, is to be juft. 
The Mufe, like wretched maids by love undone. 
From friends, acquaintance and the light would run j 
Confcious of folly, fears attencUng fhame. 
Fears the cenforious world, and lofs of fame. 
Some confidtet by chance (he finds (though few 
Pity the fools, whom love or verfe undo) 
Whofe fond compaflion fooths her in the (in,. 
And fets her on to venture once again. 

Su», 
• A — n ountcfs of Wiachelfca. 
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Sure, in the better ages of old time, 
Nor poetry nor love was thought a crime 5 
From heaven they both' the gods beft gifts were fent,. 
Divinely perfef^ both, and innocent. 
Then wore bad poets and loofe loves not known j 
None felt a warmth which they might blufli to own. 
Beneath cool (hades our happy fathers lay. 
And fpent in pure untainted joys the day : 
Artlefs their loves, artlefs their numbers, were. 
While Nature iimply did in both appear. 
Now could the cenfor or the critic fear. 
Pleased to be pleas'd, they took what heaven beftow^d»: 
Nor were too curious of the given good. 
At length, like Indians- fond of fancyM toys. 
We loft being happy, to be thought more wife. 
In one cursM age, to punifli verie and fin. 
Critics and hangmen, both at onccj came in. 
Wit and the laws bad both the fame ill fate. 
And partial tyrants fway*d in either ftate. 
Ill-naturM cenfure would be fure to -damn- 
Aty alien-wit of independent fame. 
While Bays grown old, and hardenM in offence. 
Was fufFcr'd to write on in fpite o^ fenfe 5 
Back'd by his friends, th' invader brought along 
A crew of foreign words into our tongue. 
To rmn and enflave the free-bom Englilh fong 5 
Still the prevailing faction prqpt his throne. 
And to four volumes let his Plays run on ; 
Then a lewd tide of verfe, with vicious rage. 
Broke in upon the morals of the age. 

The 
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The Stage (whofe art was once the mind ta move' 

To noble daringi and to virtuous love) 

Precept^ with pleafure mix'd, no more profeft^ 

But dealt in double* meaning bawdy jeft : 

The ihocking founds o&nd the bluihing fair^. 

And. drive them from the gi^ty Theatre. 

Ye wretched baids ! from whom tbefe ills h«v^ fyrvngt 

Whom the avenging powers- have fpar^d too* ^oag. 

Well may you fear the blow will furcly come. 

Tour Sodom has no Ten to avert its doom f 

Unlefs the fair Ardelia will alone 

To heaven for all the guilty tribe atone ; 

Nor can Ten Saints do more than fuch a One. 

i>ince (he alone of the poetic crowd 

To the falle gods of wit has never bow'dy. 

The empirci which flie faves, fhall own her £w9j^ 

And all Parnafius her blefs'd laws obey. 

Say, from what facred. fountain, nymph divine t 
The treafures flow, which in thy verfc do ihine ? 
With what flrange infpii*ation art thou bleft, 
What more than Delphic ardour warms thy breaH J 
Gur ibrdid earth ne*er bred fo bright a flame. 
But from the flues, thy kindred ikies, it came* . 
To numbers great like thine, th^ angelic quire 
In joyous concert tune the golden lyre^ 
Viewing, with pitying eyes, our cares vntk thee. 
They wifely own, that " All is Vanity?" 
Ev'n all the joys which mortal minds can know. 
And And Ardelia^s verfe the leaft vain thing below* 
If Pindar's name to thofe blefs'd manflona reach, 
And mortal Mufes may immortal teach. 

In 
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In vcrfe like his, the heavenly nation raife 
Their tuneful voices to their Maker* s praife.. 
Nor ihall celeftial harraony^ difdain. 
For once, to imitate an earthly ftrain, 
Whofe fame fecure, no rival e'er can fear. 
But thofe above, and £air Ardelia here. 
She who undaunted could his raptures view. 
And with bold wingA his facred heights purfue |. 
Safe through the Dithyrambic ftream fhe fteer'd,. 
Nor the rough deep in all its dangers fear'd i 
Not fo the reft, who with fuccefslefs pain 
Th' unnavigable torrent try'd in vain. 
So Clelia leapM into the rapid flood. 
While the Etrufcans ftruck with wonder ftood i 
Amidft the waves her ralh purfuers dy'd, 
The matchlefs dame could only ftem the tide, 
And gain the glory of the farther fide. 

See with what pomp the antic mafque comes in 1 
The various forms of the fantaftic fpleen. 
Vain empty laughter, howling grief and tears, 
Falfe joy, bred by falfe hope, and falfer fears ; 
Each vice, each padion which pale nature wears, . 
In this odd monftrous medley mixM appears. 
Like Bays 's dance, confufedly round they run, 
Statefman, Coquet, gay Fop, and penfive Nun, 
Spe^iiss and Heroes, Hu(bands and their Wives, 
With Monkifh Drones that dream away their lives. . 
Long have I laboured with the dire difeafe. 
Nor found, but from Ardelia'is numbers, eafe : 
The dancing vcrfe runs through my fjuggiih veins^ 
Where dull and cold the frozen blood remains. 

Pale 
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Pale cares and anxious thoughts give way in hafte^ 

And to returning joy refign my breafl j 

Then free from every pain I did endure, 

I blefs the charming author of my cure. 

So when to Saul the great raulician play'd. 

The fullen fiend unwillingly obey'd, 

And left the monarches breaft, to feek fome iafer/hade. 
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WHILE Sappho with harmonious airs- 
Her dear Philenis charms. 
With equal joy the nymph appears 
DiilTolving in his arms. 

Thus to themfelves alone they are 

What all mankind can give 5 
Alternately the happy pair 

All grant, and all receive. 

Like the Twin-ftars, £0 fam'd for friends^ 

Who fet by turns, and rife j 
When one to Thetis' lap defcends. 

His brother mounts the ikies. 

With happier fate, and kinder care, 

Thefe nymphs by turns do reign. 
While Itill the falling does prepare 

The rifing to fuftain. 
The joys of either fex in love. 

In each of them we read ; 
Succeflive each to each does prove,- 

Fierce youth and yielding maid. 

EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM TO THE TWO NEW MEMBERS 
FOR BR AMBER, 1708. 

THOUGH in the Commons Houfe you did prevail^ ' 
Good Sir Cleeve Moore, and gentle Mafter Halei 
Yet on good luck be cautious of relying, 
Eurgefs for Bramber is no place to die in. ' 

Your predeceflbrs have been oddly fated $ 
Afgill*jand Shippen have been both tranjlated. 



VERSES MADE TO A SIMILE OF POPE'S. 

WHILE at our houfe the fervants brawl. 
And raife an uproar in the hall \ 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and linen vary : 
Till the fmart dialogue grows rich, 
In fneaking dog ! and ugly bitch ! 
Down comes my lady like the devil. 
And makes them filent all and civil. 
Thus cannoii clears the cloudy air. 
And fcatters tempefts brewing there t 
Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace^ 
And one fcold makes another ceafe. 



ON 



I 10 1 

^ON'NrcOLINI AND VALENTINrS FIRST COMING 
TO THE HOUSE IN THE HAY-MARKET. 

AMPHION ftrikes tbe vocal lyre. 
And ready at his call, 
Harmoiuous brick and ftone confpire 

To raife the Thcban wall. 
In emulation of his praife 

Two Latian Signors come, 
A finking theatre to raiie 

And pr<^ Van's tottering dom^. 
But how this laft Ihould come topafs 

Muft IkUl remain unknown, 
Sincethefe poor gentlemen, alas! 

Bring neither brick nor ftone. 



5f:PIL0GUZ TO THE INCONSTANT: 

THE WAV TO WIN HIM: 
A COMEDY. BY MR. FARQJJHAR. 

AS «T .WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRfi-ROYAL 
.IN DAURY-LANE, 1703. 

SPOKEN BY MR. WILICS. 

ipROM Fletcher's great Original ♦, to-day 
A We took the hint of this our Modem Play j 
•Our author, from his lines, has ftrove to paint ' 
A witty, wild, inconftant, free gallant : 

• See, The Wild-Goofc Chace. ^** 



-i 
! 



EPILOGUE. j4 

SlK^ith a gay foul^ with feniby and will to rove, 
AVith language, and with foftneis framM to move, 
With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning (lumbers wait, 
'When fancy firft inftru^ls their hearts to beat. 
When firft they wilh, and iigh for what they know 

not yet. 

Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers nwy 
Reach your cold hearts by fome unguarded way ^ 
Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wife, 
There 's danger ftill in darknefs and furprize.j 
Though from his rampart he defy'd the ibe. 
Prince Eugene found an aquedu6k below. 
With eafy freedom, and a gay addrefs, 
A prefling lover feldom wants fuccefs : 
Whilft the refpcaful, like the Greek, fits down. 
And waftes a- ten years fiege before one town. 
For her own fake let no forfaken maid, 
Our wanderer for want of love, upbraid ; 
Since ^tis a fecret, none (hould e^er confefs. 
That they have loft the happy power to pleafe* 
If you fufpeft the rogue inclined to break, 
freak £rft, and fwear you *ve turnM him off a week^ 
As princes when they refty ftates-men doubt. 
Before they can furrendcr, turn them out. 
What-cj'cr you think, grave ufes may be made, 
A« much, ev^n for Inconftancy be faid. 
Xet the good roan for Marriage Rites defign'd, ^ 

With ftudious care, and diligence of mind, C 
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Mark every Senfe, and how the Readings vary, 
Jkndwhen he knows the worft on't-tlet him many. 



PROLOGUE TO THE GAMESXERs 
A COMEDY. BY MRS, CENTLIVRE. 

-AS JT WAS ACTED AT THE KEW THEATRE J* 
LlOCOLN'S-INN FIELDS, XyO^. 

SPOXEN BY MR, BETTERTON. 

IF humble wives, that drag the marriage- chain 
With curfed dogged hulbands, may complain; 
3f turned at large to ftarve, as we by you. 
They may, at leatl, for alimony fue. 
iKnow, we refolve to make the cafe our own, 
Between the plain tiff flage, and the defendant town. 
When firft you took us from our father's houfe. 
And lovingly our intereft did efpoufe. 
You kept us fine, carefs'd, and lodg'd us here. 
And honey-moon held out above three year j 
At length, for pleafures known do feldom laft. 
Frequent enjoyment pall'd your Uprightly taftej 
And though at firft you did not quite negle^l. 
We found your love was dwindled to refpedl. 
'Some times, indeed, as in your way it fell, 
You ftopp'd, and call'd to fee if we were well. 
^ow, puite eftrang'd, this wretched place you fhun, 
Xike bad wine, bus'nefs, dueU, and a dun. 
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Ifave we' for this increasM Apollo's race ? 

Been often- pregnant with your wits embrace ? 

And borne you many chopping babes of grace ? 

Some ugly toads we had, and that 's the curfe, 

They wereTo like you, that you far'd the worfe j 

For this to-night, we are not much in pain. 

Look on 't, and if you like it, entertain : 

If all the midwife fays of it be true. 

There are fome features too like fome of you s 

For us, if you think fitting to forfake it, 

We mean to ran away, and let the parifh take it. 



EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BARRY. 

At the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, April the 7th, 
1709, at her playing in LovB for Love with 
Mrs. Bracegirdle, foi* the benefit of Mr. Betterton. 

AS fome "brave knight, who once with fpear and 
fliield 
■Had fought renown in many a well-fought field j 
But now no more with facred fame inipir^d. 
Was to a peaceful hermitage retir'd : 
There, if by chance difaflrous tales he hears. 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tears. 
He feels foft pity urge his generous breaft. 
And vows once more to fuccour the diftrcfs'd. 
Buckled in mail, he fallies on the plain. 
And turns him tg the feats of arms again, 

D So 
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So we, to former leagues of friendihip truc» 
Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieuj 
To aid Old Thomas, and to pleafure you, 
Xike errant damfels, boldly we eng^e, 
ArmMy as you fee, for the defencelef9 ftage. 
Time was when this good man no help did lac)^^ 
And fcomM that any ihe (hould hold his back j 
But now, fo age and frailty have ordainM, 
By ♦ two at once he's forc'd to be fuflain'd> 
You fee what failing nature brings man to i 
And yet let none infult, for ought we knowy 
She may not wear fo well with fome of you. 
Though old, yet find his ftrength is not clean paft^ 
But true as fteel he 's metal to the lail. 
If better he perform*d in days of yore. 
Yet now he gives you all that "« in his power ; 
What can the youngeft of you all do more ? 

What he has been, though prefentpraife be dumb. 
Shall haply be a theme in times to come. 
As now we talk of Rofcius, and of Rome. 
Had you withheld your favours on this night. 
Old Shakefpeore's ghoft had xis'n to do him right. 
AVith indignation had you feen him frown 
Upon a worthlefs, witlefs, taftelefs town ; 
GrievM and repining, you had heard him fay^ 
Why are the Mufe^s labours caft away ? 
Why did I write what only he could play ? 

But 

^ Mrs. Bjirry and Mrs. Bracegiidk dafp him i^und 
thewafie. 
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Botfincey like friends to wit, thus throng'dyou meet» 
Go on, and make the generous work compleat : 
Be tru^ to merit, and ftill own his caufe. 
Find fomething for him more than bare applaufc. 
In juft remembrance of your pleafures paft. 
Be kind, and give him a difcharge at laft j 
In peace and eafe lifers remnant let him wear^ 
And hang his confecrated Buikin * there. 



EPILOGUE TO THE CRUEL GIFT^ 
A TRAGEDY. BY MRS. CENTLIVRE. 

AS IT WAS ACTED AT TJiE TH£ ATRE-HOTAL IN 
DRURY-LANE, I717. 

SPOKEN BY MRS. GLDFIELD. 

WELL— 'twas 9 narrow 'fcape my Lover made. 
That Cup and Meffage— I was fore afraid— 
Was that a Prefent for a new-made Widow, 
All in her difmal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 
When one pcep'd in — and hop'd for fomething good, 
Thei'e was— -Oh ! Gad ! a na% Heart and Blood f , 

D* If 

* Pointing to the top of the ftage. 

f This tragedy was founded upon the ftory of Se- 
glfmonda and Guifcardo, one of Boccace's novels; 
wherein the Heart of the Lover is fent by the Father 
to his Daughter, as a prefent. 



} 
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If the old man had fliewn himfelf a father, 

His Bowl ihould have incIosM a Cordial rather. 

Something to chear me up amidft my trance, 

VEau de Barde — or comfortable Nants * ! 

He thought he paid it off with being fraart. 

And, to be witty, cry'd, he'd fend the heart. 

1 could have told his gravity, moreover 

Were I our fex's feciets to difcover, 

'Tis what we never look'd for in a Lover. 

Let but the Bridegroom prudently poovide 

All other Matters fitting for ft Bride, 

So he make good the Jewels and the Jointure, 

To mifs the Heart, does feldom difappqint her. 

Faith, for the faihion Hearts of late are made in. 

They are the vileft Baubles we can trade in. 

Where are the tough brave Britons to be found. 

With Heaitfi of Oak, fo^uch of old renowned ? 

How many worthy gentlemen of late 

S^Awre to be true to Mother-Church and State ; 

When their falfe Hearts were fecretly maintaining 

Yon trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? 

Shame on the canting crew of Soul-Infurers, 

The Tyburn Tribe of fpecch-making Non-jurors ; 

Who, in new-fangled Terms, old Truths explaining 

Teach honeft Engliflimen, damn'd Double-Meaning. 

Ch ! would you loft integrity reftore 
And boaft that Faith your plain fore-fathers bore 5 

What 

• i. e. Citron- Water and good Brandy. 
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What furer pattern can you hope to find. 
Than that dear pledge * your Monarch left behind I 
See how his Looks his honeft Heart explain,. 
And fpeak the blcfiingjs of his future Keign ! 
In his each feature, truth and candour trace. 
And read Plain-dealing written in his Face. 



PROLOGUE TO THE NON-JUROR. 
A COMEDY. BYMR. CIBBER. 

AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL IN 
DRURY-LANE, I718. 
SPOKEN BY MR, WILK-S.^ 

TO -night, ye Whigs and Tories, both be fafe> 
Nor hope at one another's coft to laugh. 
We mean to foufe oM Satan and the Pope 5 
They've no relations here, nor friends, we hope.- 
A toof of theirs fupplies the comic ftage 
•With juft materials for fatiric rage : 
Nor think our colours may too ftrongly paint 
The ftiff Non-juring Separation Saint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thofe who give the nation to the devil j 
Who at our fureft, be ft foundation ftrike. 
And hate our monarch and onr church alike; 
Our church— which, aw'd with reverential fear. 
Scarcely the Mufe prefumes to mention here. 

D 3 Long 

* The prince of Wales then prefent. 
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Long may (he thefe her worfl: of foes deff. 
And lift her mitred head triumphant to the iky r 

While theirs but fatire filently difdains 

To name, what lives not, but in madmen's brainr^ 

Like bawds, each lurking paftor feeks the dark^ 

And fears the juftice's enquiring clerk. 

In clofe back-rooms his routed flocks he rallies^ 

And reigns the patriarch of blind lanes and allies 

There fafe, he lets hi« thundering cenfured fly, 

Unchriftens, damns us, gives our laws the lye» 

And excommunicates three ftories-high» 

Why, fince a land of liberty they hate. 

Still will they linger in this free-bom ftate ? 

Here, every hour, frelh, hateful, obje£is rife,. 

Peace and profperity afflift their eyes 5 

With anguifti, prince and people they furvey. 

Their juft obedience, and his righteous fway. 

Ship off, ye flaves, and feek fome paflive land^ 

Where tyrants after your own hearts command^ 

To your Tranfalpine mafter's rule refort. 

And fill an empty abdicated court : 

Turn your pofleflions here to ready rhino. 

And buy ye lands and lordfliips at Urbino- 
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HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE IV. IMITATED; 

THE LORD GRlFFlil TO THE EARIr OF 

SCARSDALE. 

I. 

DO not, moil fragrant earl, dirdaim/ 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame. 
To Bracegirdle the brown j 
But publicly efpoufe the dame, 
And fay, G— - d— the town. 

n. 

Full many heroes, fierce and keen. 
With drabs have deeply fmitten been. 

Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounflow feen. 

And fome who've been in Flanders. 

III. 

Did not bafe Greber's * Pegg inflame 
The fober earl of Nottingham, 

Of fober fire defcended ? 
That, carelefs of his foul and fame^ 
To play-houfes he nightly came. 
And left church undefended. 
IV. 
The monarch who of France is hight. 
Who rules the roaft with matchlefs might. 

Since William went to heaven j 
Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 
Who was but Scarron's leaving. 

D 4 Though 

* Signora fVanccfco Marguareta de TEpine, an- 
Italian I'ongftrefs, 
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V. 

Though thy dear's father kept an iim 
At grifly head of Saracen> 

^ Epr carriers at Northampton j 
Yet fhe might come of gentler kin^ 

Than e'er that father dreamt on, 
VI. 
Of proffers large her choice had flic. 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee. 

Which flie with fcorn rcje^led : 
And can a nymph fb virtuous be 

Of bafe-born blood fufpefted ? 
VII. 
Her dimple cheek, and roguifli eye. 
Her flender wafte, and taper thigh, 

I always thought provoking 5 
But, faith, though I talk waggiflityj 

I mean no more than joking. 
VIII. 
Then be not jealous, friend : for why ? 
My lady marchionefs is nigh. 

To fee I ne'er ihould hurt ye 5 
Befides, you know full well that I 

Am tum'd cif five-and-forty. 



THE 
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THE RECONCILEMENT BETWEEN JACOB 
TONSON AND MR. CONGREVE. 

AN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK III. ODE IX. 

TONSON. 

WHILE at my houfe in Fleet- ftreef once you lay. 
How merrily, dear Sir, time pafs'cT away ? 
While " I partook your wine, your wit, and mirth, 
I was the happicft creature on God's yearth •*'• 
CONGREVE. 
Wliile in your early days of reputation,^ 
You for blue garters had not Aich a paflion ; 
While yet you did not ufe (as now your trade is)' 
To drink with noble lords, and toad their ladies j 
Thou, Jacob Tonfon, wert to my conceiving. 
The chearfulleft, beft, honeft fellow living. 
TONSON. 
I 'm in with captain Vanbnrgh at the prefent, 
A mo& fiveet-natur^d gentleman, and pleafant; 
He writes your comedies, draws fchemes, and modelsji 
And builds dukes houfes upon very odd hills : 
For him, fo much I dote on him, that I, 
If I was fure to go to heaven, would die. 
CONGREVE. 
Temple f and Del aval are now my party. 
Men that are tarn Mercurio both quam Marte j 

And 
• Tonfon (Sen*) his dialeft. 
t .Sir Richard Temple, afterwards lord Cobham. 
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And though for them I fliall fcarce go to heaveu,- 
"5fet I can drink with tHem fix nights in ieven. 
T O N S O N. 

What if from Van's dear arms I fhould retire. 
And once more warm nfiy * Bunniaris at yo6r fire 5 
If I to Bow-Street ihould invite you home, "1 

And fet a bed up in my dining-room, i 

'i^ell me, dear Mr. Congreve, would you come ? J 
eONGREVE. 

Though the gay failor, and the gentle knight. 
Were ten times more my joy and heart's delight,. 
Though civil perfons they, you ruder were. 
And had more humours than a dancing-bear ^ 
Yet for your fake I 'd bid them both adieu. 
And live and die, dear Bob, with only you^ 



HORACE, BOOK IIL O D E XXI. 

TO HIS CASK. 
I. 

HAIL, gentle Caik, whofe venerable head 
With hoary down and ancient duft o'er-fpread. 
Proclaims, that lince the vine firft brought thee forth 

Old age has added to thy worth. 
Whether the fprightly juice thou doft contain. 
Thy votaries will to wit and love, 
Or fenfelefs noifc and lewdnefs move. 
Or deep, the cure of thefe and eveiy other pain. 

II« Since 
* . Jacob's term for his corns. 
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II. 
Since to fome day propitious and great^ 
Juftly at firft thou was defign'd by fate j 

This day, the happieft of thy many years. 

With thee I will forget my cares : 
To my Corvinus' health thou (halt go round, 

(Since thou art ripenM for to-day. 

And longer age would bring decay) 
Till every anxious thought in the rich ftream be drown^dr 

III. 
To thee my friend his roughnefs fliall fubmit^, 
And Socrates himfelf a while forget. 
Thus when old Cato would fometimes unbend 

The rugged ftiffnefs of his mind. 
Stern and fevere, the Stoic quaff *d his bowl. 

His frozen virtue felt the charm. 

And foon grew pleasd, and foon grew warm, 
And blefs'd the fprightly power that chearM his gloomjr 
foul. 

IV.. 
With kind conftraint ill-nature thou ^^ bend. 
And mould the fnarling cynic to a friend. 
The fage refcrvM, and fam'd for gravity. 
Finds all he knows fummM up in thee. 
And by thy power unlocked, grows eafy, gay, and free. 
The fwain, who did fome credulous nymph perluade 

To grant him all, infpirM by thee, 

Devotes her to his vanity. 
And to his fcllow-fops toails the abandoned maid; 

V. The 
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The wretch who, prefsM beneath a load of casesjcr 
And labouring with continual woes, defpairs^ 
If thy kind warmth does his cbill'd fenCc invade^ 
From earth he rears his drooping head. 
Revived by thee, he ceafes now to mourn j 

His flying cares give way to hade. 

And to the god refign his breaft. 
Where hopes of better days, and better things ietuRi« 
VI, 

The labouring hind, who with hard toil and pains, 
Amidft his wants, a wretched life maintains j 
If thy rich iuice his homely fupper crown, 
l^ot with thy fires, and bolder grown. 
Of kings, and of their arbitrary power. 

And how by impious arms they reign. 

Fiercely he talks with rude difdain. 
And vows to be a (lave, to be a wretch, no more. 

VIL 
Fair Queen of Love, and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear every grace, and all ye powers divine. 
All that to mirth and friendfhip do incline. 
Crown this auipicious Caik, and happy night. 
With all things that can give delight ; 
Be every care and anxious thought away { 

Ye tapeis ftill be bright and clear. 

Rival the moon, and each pale iW, 
Your beams fliall yield to none, but his who brings 
the day. 
5 HORACE, 



1 



'•I 

I 



I 45 3 
HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE I. 

TO VENUS. 

ONCE more the Queen of Love invades my breaft 
Late, with long eafe and peaceful pleafures bleft j 
Spare, fpare the wretch, that ftill ha6 been thy flave. 
And let my former fervice have 
The merit to proteft me to the grave. 
Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 

When under Cynera the good and fair. 

With joy I did thy fetters wear, 
Blefs''d in the gentle fway of an indulgent queen« 
Stiff and unequal to the labour now. 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow. 
Why doft thou urge me ftill to bear ? Oh ! why 
Doft thou not much rather fly 
To youthful breafts, to mirth and gaiety ? 
Go, bid ihy fwans their glofly wings expand^ 

And fwiftly through the yielding air 

To Pamon thee their goddefs bear. 
Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his heart, love on his charrairg tongue. 
Skiird in a thoufand foft prevailing arts, 
With wondrous force the youth imparts 
Thy power to unexperienc'd virgins hearts. 
Far ihall he ftretch the bounds of thy command ^ 

And if thou flialt his wiflies blefs. 

Beyond his rivals with fuccefs, 
In gold and marble fliall thy ftatues fland* 

Beneath 
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Beneath the facred (hade of Odel's wood, 

-Or on the banks of Oufe's gentle fiood, 

With odorous beams a temple he ihall raife, •* 

For ever facred to thy pratfe, S 

Till the fair ftream, and wood, and love itfelf decays* J 

There while rich incenfe on thy altar burns. 

Thy votaries, the nymphs and fwains. 

In meltingufoft harmonious drains, 
Mix'd with the fofter flutes, fliall tell their Sanies bf 

turns. 
As love and beauty with the light are bom. 
So with the day thy honours (hall return ; 
Some lovely youth, pairM with a blufliing maid, 
A troop of either fex (hall lead, 
And twice the Salian meafures round thy altar tread. 
Thus with an equal empire o'er the light. 

The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 

Together rife, together fit : 
But, goddefs, do thou (^ay, and blefs alone the night. 
There may'ft thou reign, while I forget to love j 
No more falfe beauty (hall my paffion movcj 
Nor (hall my fond believing heart be led. 
By mutual vows and oaths betray'd. 
To hope for truth from the protefting maid. 
With love the fprightly joys of wine are fled j 

The rofes too (hall wither now. 

That us'd to (hade and crown my brow. 
And round my chearful temples fragrant odours flicd. 
But tell me, Cynthia, fay, bewitching fair. 
What mean thefe fighs ? why fteals this falling tear ? 

4 Aid 
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And when nay ftruggling thoughts for paflage ftrove, 

Why did my tongue refufe to move ; 

Tell me can this be any thing but love ? 

Still with the night ray dre^s ray griefs lenew. 

Still ihe is prefent to ray eyes. 

And ftill in vain I, as ihe flies. 
O'er woods, and plains, and fcas, the icorjiful maid 
purfue. 



JHORACE, BOOK I. EPISTLE IV. IMITATED. 

T O 

RICHARD THORNHILL, EsqJ*. 

THORNHILL, whom doubly to my heart commend 
The critic's art, and candour of a friend. 
Say what thou ddft in thy retirement find. 
Worthy the labours of thy aflive mind ; 
AVhether the tragic Mufe infpires thy thought. 
To emulate what moving Otway wrote j 
Or whether to the covert of fome grove 
Thou and thy thoughts do from the world remove, 
Wliere to thyfelf thou all thofe rules doft fhow. 
That good men ought to praftife, or wife know. 
For Aire thy mafs of men is no dull clay, 
'But well-inform'd with the celeilial ray. 
The bounteous gods, to thee corapleatly kind. 
In a. fair frame inclos'd thy fairer mind ; 

And 
• Who fought the duel with Sir Cholmondley Deering. 
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And though they did profufely wealth beftow. 
They gave thee the true ufe of wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the nurfe wifli for her darling boy 
A happinefs which thou doft not enjoy : 
What can her fond ambition alk beyond 
A foul by wifdom's nobleft precepts crowned ? 
T-o this fair fpeech, and happy utterance joined, ^ 
T' unlock the fecrct treafures of the mind, C 

And make the blefling common to mankind. J 

On thefe let health and reputation wait. 
The favour of the virtuous and the great : 
A table chearfuUy and cleanly fpreadj 
Stranger alike to riot and to need : 
Such an eftate as no extremes may know, 
A free and juft difdain for all things elfe below* 
Amidft uncertain hopes, and anxious cares. 
Tumultuous ftrife, and miferable fears. 
Prepare for all events thy conftant breaft. 
And let each day be to thee as thy laft. 
That morning's dawn will with new pleafure rife, 
Whofe light ihall unexpected blefs thy eyes. 
Me, when to town in winter you repair. 
Battening in eafe you '11 find, (leek, frefli, and fairj 
JVIe, who have Icarn'd from Epicurus* lore. 
To fnatch the bleffings of the flying hour. 
Whom every Friday at the Vine * you '11 find 
His true difciple, and your faithful friend. 

• A Tavern in Long-Acre. 

THE 
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THE UNION. 

X TTTHILE rich in brlghteft red the blufhing Rofc 
W Her frefheft opening beauties did difclofej 
Her, the rough Thiftle from a neighbouring field. 
With fond defires and lover's eyes beheld : 
Straight the fcrce plani lays by his pointed darts^ 
And wooes the gentle floiuer with fofter arts. 
Kindly^ heard, and did bis flame approve. 
And own'd the iJtmrrior worthy of her love. 
Flora, whofe happy laws the feafons guide. 
Who does in fields and painted meads prefide. 
And crowns the gardens with their flowery pride, 
With pleafure faw the ixfijbing pair combine. 
To favour what their Goddefs did defign. 
And bid them in eternal Union join. 
Henceforth, ihe faid, in each retunnng year. 
One flem the Thiftle and the Rofe fliall bear : 
The ThifWc's laAing grace, thou, O my Rofe ! fhalt be. 
The warlike Thiflle's armSi a fure' defence to thee* 



} 



ON CONTENTMENT. 

DONE FROM THE LATIN OF J. GERHARD*. 

MANY that once, by Fortune's bounty rear'd, 
Amidft the wealthy and the great appeared j 
Have wifdy from thofe envyM heights declined, 
Mavt funk to that juft level of mankind. 
Where nor too little nor too much gives the true 
peace of mind, 

E OiV 

* In his Meditationes Sacrae. 
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ON THE LAST JUDGMENT, 

AND 

THE HAPPINESS OF THE SAINTS IN HEAVEN. 
DONE FROM THE LATIN OP J. GERHARD. 

IN that blefs'd day, from eveiy part, the juft, 
RaisM from the liquid deep or mouldering dud. 
The various products of Time's finiitful womb. 
All of paft ages, prefent and to come. 
In full aflembly fliall at once refort. 
And meet within high heaven's capacious court s 
There famous names rever'd in days of old. 
Our great forefathers there we fhall behold. 
From whom old ilocks and anceftry began. 
And worthily^n long fucceflion ran 5 
The reverend fires with pleafure fliall we greet, 
Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat 
Full many a virtuous deed, and many a noble feat. 
There all thofe tender ties, which here below. 
Or kindled, or more facred fdendihip know. 
Firm, conftant, and unchangeable ftiall grow. 
Refin'd from pafiion, and the dregs of fenfe, 
A better, truer, dearer love from thence. 
Its everlafting Being fhall commence : 
There, like their days, their joys ihall ne'er be done« 
No night (hall rife, to Ihade heaven^s glorious fun, 
But one eternal holy-day go on*. 
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COLIN'S COMPLAINT. 

a' son G, 

^O THE TUNE OF GRIM KING OF THE GHOSTS. 

DESPAIRING befide a clear ftream, 
A fliepherd forfaken was laid ; 
And while a falfe nymph was his theme, 

A willow fupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his fighs with a figh did reply ; 
AaJ the brook, in return to his pain. 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas, filJy Twain that I was ! 

Thus fadly complaining, he cry'd. 
When firft I beheld that fair^ace, 

'Twerc better by far I had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I blefs'd the dear tongue ; 

When (he fmil'd, 'i^s a pleafure too great. 
I liAen'd, and cry'd, when flie fung, 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ? 

How fooliHi was I to believe i 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown. 

Or that her fond heart would not grieve. 
To forfake the fine folk of the town ? 

E a T« 
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To think that a beauty Co gay, 

So kind and fo conftant would prove ; 

Or go clad )ik« our maidens in gray> 
Or live in a cottage on love ? 

What though I have ikill to complain. 

Though the Mufes my temples have crotvaM ; 
What though, when they hear my foft ftrain. 

The virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes are in vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign 5 
Thy faife-one inclines to a fwain, 

Whofe mufic is fweeter than thine* 

And you, my companions fo dear. 

Who forrow to lee me betray 'd. 
Whatever I fufFer^ forbear. 

Forbear to accufe the falfe maid. 
Though through the wide world I fliould range, 

'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly,* 
'Twas hers to be falfe and to change, 

*Tis mine to be conftant and die. 

If while my hard fate IiCuftain, 

In her breaft any pity is foundi 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plaiti. 

And fee me laid low in the ground. 
The lad humble boon that I crave. 

Is to (hade me with cyprefs and yew ; 
And when ihe looks down on my grave. 

Let her own that her fliepherd was true. 

Th«i 



REPLY TO MR. ROWERS BALLAD. 53 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden arrayi 
Be Hneft at eveiy iine ihow. 

And frolic it all the long day j 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 

No more (hall be talked of, or feen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon, 

His ghoft ihall glide over the gre^n» 

REPLY, BY ANOTHER HAND. 



YE winds to whom Colin complains^ 
In ditties fb fad and fo fweet. 
Believe me, the ftiepherd but feigns 

He 's wretched, to ftiew he has wit. 
No charmer like Colin can move. 

And this is fome pretty nfew art j 
Ah ! Colin 's a jugler in love. 
And likes to play tricks with my hearty 

11. 

When he will, he can iigh and look pale» 

Seem doleful and alter his face. 

Can tremble, and alter his tale. 

Ah I Colin has every pace ; 
The willow my rover prefers 

To the bread, where he once beg'd to lie 
And the ftream, that he fwells with his tears. 

Are rivals belov'd more than I. 

E 3 m. Hi 
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III. 

His head my fond bofom would bear. 

And ray heart would foon beat him to reft ; 
Let the fwain that is flighted defpair, 

But Colin is only in jeft: 
No death the deceiver defigns, 

^t the maid that is ruined defpair , 
For Colin but dies in his lines, 

And gives himfelf that modifh air. 

IV. 

Can (hepherds, bred far from the court. 

So wittily talk of their flame ? 
But Colin makes paflion his fport. 

Bewail of fo fatal a game t 
My voice of no muflc can boaft* 

Nor my perion of ought that is fine^ 
But Colin may And, to his coft> 

A face that is fairer than mine. 



Ah » then I will break my lov'd crook» 

To thee I Ml bequeath all my flieep. 
And die in the much-favour'd brook. 

Where Colin does now fit and weep s 
•Then mourn the fad fate that you gave. 

In fonnets fo fmooth and divine ; 
Perhaps, I may rife from my grave. 

To hear fuch foft muiic as thine. 



VI. C: 
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VI. 

Of the violet, daify,* and rofe. 

The hearts- cafe, the lily, and pink. 
Did thy fingers a garland compofe, 

And crown'd by the rivulet's brink ; 
How oft, my dear fwain, did I fwear,- 

How much my fond love did admire 
Thy verfes, thy Ihape, and thy air, 

Though deck'd in thy rural attire I 

VII. 

Your ftieep-hook you rul'd with fuch art. 

That ail your fmall fubje^s obey'd ; 
And ftill you reign'd king of this heart, . 

Whofe pafHon you falfely upbraid j 
How often, my fwain, have I faid. 

Thy arms are a palace to me. 
And how well I could live in a (hade. 

Though adorned with nothing but thee ! 

VIII. 

Ohl what are the fparks of the town. 

Though never £0 fine and fo gay > 
I freely would leave beds of down. 

For thy bread on a bed of new hay : 
Then, Colin, return once again, 

Again make me happy in love. 
Let me find thee a faithful true fwain. 

And as conilant a nymph I will prove* 

E 4 EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM 

ON A LADY WHO SHED HER WATER AT SEEING 
THE TRAGEDY OF CATO) OCCASIONED BY AN 
EPIGRAM ON A LADY WHO WEI^T AT IT. 

WHILSTmaudlin Whigs deplore their Cato's fate, 
Still with dry eyes the Tory Celia fate t 
But though her pride forbade her eyes to flow^ 
The guftiing waters found a vent below. 
Though fecret yet with copious ftreams ihe mourns^ 
Like twenty River-Gods with all their urns. 
Let others fcrew an hypocritic face, 
^he lhew6 her grief in a fincerer place I 
Here Nature reigns, and pafiion void of art j. 
For this road leads dire^^ly to the heart. 

IMITATED IN LATIN. 

PLORAT fata fui dum caetera turba Catonis, 
Ecce ! oculis ficcis Caelia fixa fedet ; 
At quanquam lacryrais faftus vetat ora rigari, 

Invenere viara qua per opaca fluant : 
Clam dolet ilia quidem, manat tameo humor abund^^ 

Numinis ex urna, ceu fluvialis aqua. 
Diftorquent aliae vultus, firaulantque dolorem : 

Quae mage fincera eft Caelia parte dolet. 
Qua mera natura eft, non perfonata per artem, 

Quaquehur re6la cordis ad ima via.. 

MAECENAS. 
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tTERSES OCCASIONED BY THE HONOURS CONFER-^ 

RED ON THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF 

HALIFAX, I7I4i 

BEING THAT YEAR INSTALLED KNIGHT OP THt 

MOST NO£XE ORDER OF TUB CARTER^ 

PHOEBUS and Caefar once confpir*d to grace 
A nobk knight, of ancient Tufcan race. 
The mbnarchy greatly confcicus of his worth, 
From books and his retirement call'd him forth j. 
Adorn'd the patriot with the Civic crown, 
The Confurs Fafces and Patrician gown : 
The world's whole wealth he gave him to beftow. 
And teach the ftreams of treafure where to flow : 
To him he bade the fuppliant nations come. 
And 9h his counfels fix'd the. fate of Rome. 

The God of Wit, who taught him fiift to fing. 
And tune high numbers to the vocal firing. 
With jealous eyes beheld tlic bounteous king. 
Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of ray fhare -^ 
Our common favourite is our common care. 
Honours and wealth thy grateful hand may give j 
But Phoebus only bids the poet live. 
The fervice of his faithful heart is thine; 
There let thy Julian Star an emblem fhinej 
His mind,, and her imperial feat are mine. 
Then bind his brow, ye Thefpian maids, he faid 
The willing Mufes the command obeyM, 
And wQve the deathlefs laurel for his head.. 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON THE PRINCE OF WALES's, THEN REGENT, AP 
PEARING AT THE FIRE IN SPRING-G ARDBM, 
1776. 



T 



*HY Guardian, bleft Britannia, A:oms to deep, 
When the fad fubjefVs of his father -weep j 
Weak princes by their fears increafe diftrefs 5 
He faces danger, and fo makes it lefs._ 
Tyrants on blazing towns may fraile with joy | 
He knows, tofa^Cf is greater than defiroy. 



VERSES 
MADE TO A SIMILE OF MR. POPE. 

T Tf THEN at our houfe the fervants brawl, 
^^ And raife an uproar in the hall j 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and linen vary : 
Till the fmart dialogue grows rich. 
In fneaking dog ! and ugly bitch ! 
Down comes my lady like the devil. 
And makes them filent all and civil. 
Thus cannon clears the cloudy air 
And fcatters tempefts brewing there t 
Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace^ 
And one fcold makes smother ceafe* 

SOKG 
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ON A FINE WOMAN WHO HAD A DULL 
HUSBAND. 



WHEN on fair Celia's eyes T gaze. 
And blefs their light divine j 
I (land confounded with amaze. 
To think on what they fhine. 

IL 

On one vile clod of earth flie feems 

To fix their influence ; 
Which kindles not at thofe bright beams,. 

Nor wakens into fenfe. 

III. 

Loft and bewilder'd with the thought, 

I could not but complain. 
That nature's lavifli hand had wrought 

This faiieft work in vain, 

IV. 

Thus fome, who have the ftars furvey'd. 

Are ignorantly led, 
To think thofe glorious lamps were made 

To light Tom-Fool to bed. 

OCCASIONED 
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OCCASIONED BY HIS FIRST VISIT TO LADY 
WARWICK AT HOLLAND-HOUSE. 



HEARING that Chloe's bower crown'd 
The fummit of a neighbouring hill. 
Where every rural joy was found, 
WUere health and wealth were plac*d around. 
To wait like fervants on her will. 

II. 

I went, and found 'twas as they faid. 

That every thing look*d frefh and fairj 
Her herds in flowery paftures ftray'd. 
Delightful was the green -wood fhade. 
And gently breathed the balmy air, 

III. 
But when I found ttiy troubled heart 

Uneafy grown within my breaft. 
My breath come (hort, and in eaeh part 
Some new diforder feem to ftart. 

Which painM me fore and broke my reftj 

IV. 

Some noxious vapour fure, I faid. 

From this unwhoifome foil muft rife ^ 
Some fecret venom is conveyed 
Or from this field, or from that (hade. 
That does the powers of life furprize. 

V. Soo« 



ON LADY WARWICK* Ci 

V. 

Soon as the fkilful Leach beheld 

The change that in ray health was grown : 
Elame not, he cry'd, nor wood nor field j 
Difeafes which fuch /ymptoms yield, 
" Proceed from Chloe's eyes alone. 

VI. 

Alike (he kills in every air, 

The coldeft breaft her beauties warm 5 
And though the fever took you there. 
If Chloe had' not been fo fair, 

The place had never done you harm. 



STANZAS 

TO LADY WARWICK ON MR. ADDISON^S 
, GOING TO IRELAND. 



YE Gods and N«reid nymphs who rule the fea ! 
Who chain loud dorms, and ftitl the raging main ! 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey. 
And bring the faithful lover fafe again. 

IL 

When Albion's fhore with chearlefs heart he left, 
Penfive and fad upon the deck he ftopd. 

Of every joy in Chloe' s eyes bereft, 

And wept his forrows in the fwelling flood. 

III. Ah, 
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III. 

Ah, faireft maid ! whom, as I well divine. 
The righteous gods his juft reward ordain ; 

For his return thy pious wifhes join, • 

That thou at length may'ft pay him for his pain. 

IV. 

And fince his love does thine alone purfue. 
In arts unpraftis'd and unus'd to range g 

J charge thee be by his example tnic. 
And (hun thy fex^s inclination, change* 

V. 

When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait. 
And tender thoughts in fwceteft words impart i 

When thou art woo*d by titles, wealth, and ftate. 
Then think on Lycidas, and guard thy hearU 

vr. '• 

When the gay theatre ikall chann thy eyes. 

When artful wit (hall fpeak thy beauty's praife ; 

When harmony Ihall thy (oft foul liirprire, 
'Sooth all thy fenies, and thy paffions raile : 

vn. 

Amidft whatever various joys appear. 

Vet breathe one%h, for one fad roinnte mourn | 
Koir let thy heart know one delight finctre. 

Till thv own tmed Lycidis retnni.s 

THE 
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THE VISIT. 

Wl^f and Beauty t' other day, 
ChancM to take me in their way { 
And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good-nature, 
Converfation care-beguiling, 
Joy in dimples ever fmiling, 
All the pleafures here below. 
Men can aik, or gods beftow. 
A jolly train, believe me ! Not 
There were but two, Lepell * and How* 



THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 
TO MRS. A D 



AS on a fummer's day 
In the greenwood ihade I lay. 
The maid that I lov'd. 
As her fancy raov'd. 
Came walking forth that way. 

II. And 

• Afterwards the celebrated Lady Harvey, 
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II. 

And as (he pafled by 
With a fcomfut glance of her eye^ 

What a (harae, qi;oth (he. 

For a fwain muft it be, 
Xike a lazy loon for to die ! 

III. 

And do(l thou nothing heed. 

What Pan our god has decreed; 

What a prize to-day 

Shall be given awa}', j 

To the fweeteft (hepherd's reedf 

IV. 

There 's not a fingle fwain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 

Now bufily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 

V. 

Shall another maiden (hine 

In brighter array than thine f 

Up, up, dull fwain, 

Tune thy pipe once again. 

And make the garland mine. 



VI, aihs: 
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VI. . 
Alas ! my love, he cry'd, 
\yhat avails this courtly pride ? 
Since thy dear defert 
Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world befide ? 

VII. 

To me thou art more gay. 
In this homely ruflet gray. 

Than the nymphs of our green. 

So trim and fo flieen ; 
Or the brighteft Queen of May* 

VIII. 

. What though my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a filken gown j 

My own dear inaid. 

Be content with this Aiade, 
And aihepherd all thy own. 



SONG. AHWILLOW. 

TO THE SAME, IN HER SICKNESS. 
I. 

TO the brook and the willow that heard him complain. 
Ah willow, willow. 
Poor Colin fat weeping, and told them his pain ; 
Ah willow, willow ; ah willow, willow. 

F * 11;' Sweet 



I 
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II. 

Sweet ftream, he cry'd fadlyi Til teach thee to flow, 

Ah willow, &c. 
And the waters fhall rife to the brink with my woe. 

Ah willow, &c. 

III. 

All reftlefs and painful poor Amorct lies. 

Ah willow, ice. 
And counts the fad moments of time as it flies. 
Ah willow, &c. 

IV. 
To the nymph my heart loves, ye foft flu rubers repair; 

Ah willow, &c. 
Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make be, 
your care. Ah willow, &c. 
V. 
Dear brook, were thy chance near her pillow to creeps 

Ah willow, &c. 
Perhaps thy foft murmurs might lull her id flecp. 
Ah willow, &c. 

VI. 
Let me be kept waking, my eyes never clofe. 

Ah willow, &c. 
So the fleep that I lofe brings my fair-one repoCe, 
Ah willow, &c. 

VII. 
But if I am doomM to be wretched indeed $ 

Ah willow, See. 
If the lofs of my dcar-onc, my love is decreed j 
Ah willow, &c, * 
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viir. 

If no more my fad heart by thofe eyes fhall be chear'd s 

Ah willow, &c. 
If the voice of ray warbler no more (hall be heard j 

Ah willow, &c. 

IX. 
Believe me, thou fair-one j thou dear-one, believe. 

Ah willow, &c. 
Few fighs to thy lofs, and few tears will I give. 

Ah willow, &c. 

X. 

One fate to thy Colin and thee Ihall be ty'd. 

Ah willow, &c. 
And foon lay thy (hepherd clofe by thy cold fide. 

Ah willow. Sec, ' 

XI. 
Then run, gentle brook 5 and to lofe thyfelf, haftcj 

Ah willow, willow. 
•Fade thou too, my willow, this verfe is my laft j 

Ah willdw, willow j ah willow, willow. 



TO THE SAME, SINGING, 

I. 

WHAT charms in melody are found 
To foften every pain 1 
How do we catch the healing found, 
And feel the foothing drain 1 

F z Still 
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n. 

Still when I hear thee, O my fair, 

I bid my heart rejoice 5 
I ftiake off every fiillen care. 

For forrow flies thy voice. 
IIL 
The fcafons Philomel obey. 

Whene'er they hear her fmg 5 . 
She bids the winter fly away, 

And (he recalls the fpring. 



SONG, 
fHE FAIR-'INCeNSTANT. 

H E. 

SINCE I have long lovM you in vain. 
And doted on every feature j 
Give me at length but leave to complain 

Of To utigratefura creature. 
Though I beheld in your wandering eyes 

The wanton fymptoms of ranging ; 
Still I refolv'd againft being wife^ 
And lovM you in fpite of your changing, 
SHE. 
Why fhould you blame what heaven has madcp 

Or find any fault in cieation ? 
*Ti8 not the crime of the faithlefs maid> 
But aature^B inclination, \ 

5 •Tis 
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•Ti8 not becauft I love you lefs> 
Or think you not a true one | 

But if the truth I muft confefs, 
I always lov'd a new-one. 



TO LORD WARWICK ON HIS 
BIRTH-DAY. 

WH£N> fraught with all that grateful minds can 
move. 
With friendfliip, tendernefs, refpedt, and love j 
The Mufe had wifli'd, on this returning day. 
Something moft worthy of herfelf to fay : 
To Jove ihe ofFer'd up an humble prayer. 
To take the noble Warwick to his care. 
Give him, ihe faid, whatever diviner grace 
Adorns the foul, or beautifies the face : 
Let manly conftancy confirm his truth, 
And gentleft manners crown his blooming youth* 
Give him to fame, to virtue to afpire. 
Worthy our fongs and thy informing fire t 
All various praife, all honours, lit him prove. 
Let men admire, and fighing virgins love : 
With honeft zeal inflame his generous mind^ 
To love his country, and prgteft mankind. 
Attentive to her prayer,* the god reply'd. 
Why doft thou afk what has not been deny'd ? 
Jove's bounteous hand has laviOiM all his power, 
And making what he is, can add no more. 
^ F 3 Yet 
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Yet fince I joy in what I did create, -^ 

I will prolong the favourite Warwick's fate, > 

And lengthen out his years to fome uncommon date. 3 



TO LADY JANE WHARTON, ON HER 
STUDYING THE GLOBE. 

WHILE o'er the globe, fair nymph, your fearches 
nin, 
And trace its rolling circuit round the fun. 
You feem'd the iwrorld beneath you to furvcy. 
With eyes ordain'd to give its people day. 
With two fair lamps methought your nations ihonc. 
While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 
How did thofe rays your happier empire gild ! 
How clothe the flowery mead and fruitful field i 
Your earth was in eternal fpring arrayM, 
And laughing joy amidft its natives play'd. 

Such is their day, but cheariefs is their nighf. 
No friendly moon reflefts your abfent light : 
And oh I when yet ere many years are paft, 
Thofe beams on other obje^s fliall be plac'd. 
When fome young hero, with refiftlefs art. 
Shall di-aw thofe eyes, and warm that virgin heart: 
How ftiall your creatures then their lofs deplore. 
And want thofe funs that rife for them no more ? 
The blifs you give will be confin'd to one. 
And for his fake your world muft be undone. 



TO 
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. TO MRS. PULTENEY, UPON HE& GOING 

ABROAD. 

TIR'D with the frequent mifchiefs of her eyes. 
To diftaiit climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She fees her fpreading flames confume around, ■ 
And not another conqucft to be found. 
Secure in foreign realms at will to reign, 
She leaves her vafTals here with proud difdain. 
One only joy which in her heart fhe wears, 
The dear companion of her flight (he bears, 
^neas thus a burning town forfook. 
Thus into banifhment his gods he took : 
But, to retrieve his native Troy's difgrace>, 
Fix'd a new empire in a happier place. 



ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1716. 
I. 



H 



A I L to thee, glorious rifing year. 
With what uncommon grace thy days appear I 
Comely art thou in thy prime. 
Lovely child of hoary Time ; 
Where thy golden footfteps tread, 
Pleafures all around thee fpread 5 
Blifs and beauty grace thy train ; 
Mafe, ftrike the lyre to fome immortal drain. 

F4. But 
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But oh I ivhat ikill, what mafter hand. 
Shall govern or conftrain the wanton band ! 
Loofe like my verfe they dance, and all without com- 
mand. 
Images of faireft things. 
Crowd about the fpeaking firings ; 
Peace and fweet profperity. 
Faith and chearful loyalty, 
With fmiling love and deathlefs poefy. 
II. 
Ye fcowling Ihades who break away, 
Well do ye fly and (hun the purple day. 
Every fiend and fiend-like form. 
Black and fullen as a florm. 
Jealous fear, and falfe furmife. 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
Faftion, fury, all are fled. 
And bold rebellion hides her daring head. 

Behold, thou gracious year, behold. 
To whom thy tfeafures all thou fhalt unfold. 
For whom thy whiter days were kept from times of old » 
See thy George, for this is he ! 
On his right hand waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty : 
Every good is in his face. 
Every open honeft grace. 
Thou great Plantagenet ! immortal be thy race | 

III. 

See I the facred fcyon fprings. 
See the glad prbmife of a line of kings ! 

Royal 
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Royal youth ! what bard divine^ 

Equal to a praife Ijke thine. 

Shall in fome exalted meafure 

Sing thee, Britain's deareft treafure ? 

Who her joy in thee (hall tell. 

Who the fprightly note fliall fwell 
His voice attempering to the tuneful fhell i 

Thee Audenard'*s recorded field. 
Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld. 
And faw with hopelefs heart thy fainting rival yield s 

Troubled he, with fore difmay. 

To thy ftronger fate gave way. 

Safe beneath thy noble fcorn, 

Wingy- footed was he borne. 
Swift as the fleeting fhades upon the golden com* 

What valour, -what diftinguifh'd worth. 
From thee fhall lead the coming ages forth ? 
Crefted helms and fhjning fhields. 
Warriors famM in foreign fields j 
Hoary heads with olive bound. 
Kings and lawgivers rehown'd j 
Crowding ftill they rife anew. 
Beyond the reach of deep prophetic view. 
Young Augufhis ! never ceafe ! 
Pledge of our prefent and our future peace. 
Still pour the bleflings forth, and give thy great increafe* 
All the flock that fate ordains 
To fupply fucceeding reigns. 

Whether 
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Whether glory ifhall infpite 
Gentler arts or martial fire. 
Still the fair defcent fhall be 
Dear to Albion all, like thee, 
Patrons of righteous rules, and foes to tyranny. 
V. 
Ye golden lights who (hine on high, 
Ye potent planets who afcend the fky, 
On the opening year difpenfe 
All your kindell influence 5 
Heavenly pbwers be all prepared 
For our Carolina's guard ; 
Short ancl eafy be the pains, 
Which for a nation's weal the heroine fuihiins* 
Britannia's angel, be thou near j 
The growing race is thy peculiar care. 
Oh fpread thy facred wing above the royal fair. 
George by thee was wafted o'er. 
To the long expefted Ihore : 
None pfefuming to withftand 
Thy celeftial armed hand, 
' While, his facred head to (hade. 
The blended crofs on high thy filver Ihield difplay'd# 
VI. , 
But oh 1 what other form divine 
Propitious near the hero feems to fliine t 
Peace of mind, and joy ferene, 
In her facred eyes are feen. 
Honour binds her mitred brow. 
Faith and truth befide her go, 
.With zeal and pure^devotion bending low. 
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A thoufand ftorms around her threat, 
A thoufand billows roar beneath her feet. 
While, fix'd upon a rock, fhe keeps her ftable feat. 
Still in fign of fure defence, 
Tmft and mutual confidence. 
On the monarch, ftanding by. 
Still ihe bends her gracious eye, 
Nor fears her foes approach, while heaven and he are 
nigh. 

vir. 

Hence then with ever}' anxious care ! 
Be gone, pale Envy, and thou cold Defpair I 

Seek ye out a moody cell. 

Where deceit and trcafon dwell ; 

There repining, raging, ftill 

The idle air with curfes nil 5 
There blaft the pathlefs wild, and the bleak northej-n 
hill; 

There your exile vainly moan ; 
There where, with murmurs horrid as your own. 
Beneath the fweeping winds, the bending forefts groan y 

But thou, Hope, with frailing chear. 

Do thou bring the ready year ; 

See the hours ! a chofen band ! 

See with jocund looks they ftand, 
AH in their trim array, and waiting for command* 

vni. 

The welconote train begins to move, 
Hope leads increafe and chafte connubial love : 

Flora 
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Flora fwcet her bounty ijpread8» 

Smelling gardens, painted meads $ 

Ceres crowns the yellow plain i 

Pan rewards the ihepherd's pain | 

All is plenty, all is wealth. 
And on the balmy air fits rofy-colour*d health, 
T hear the mirth, I hear the land rejoice. 
Like many waters fwells the pealing noife. 
While to their monarch, thus, they raife the public voice* 

Father of thy country, hail ! 

Always every where prevail j 

Pious, valiant, juft, and wife, 
' Better funs for thee arife. 

Purer breezes fan the Ikies, 

Earth in fruits and flowers is dreft» 

Joy abounds in every breaft. 
For thee thy people all, for thee the year is bleft* 



SONG 

FOR THE KING'S BIRTH-DAY, 

MAY 28, 1716. 

I. 

LAY thy flowery garlands by. 
Ever-blooming gentle May ! 
Other honours now are nigh 5 

Other honours fee we pay. 
Lay thy flowery garlands by, &c. 

XL Majefty 
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II. 
Majefty and great renown 
Wait thy beamy brow to crown. 
• Parent of our hero, thou, 

George on Britain didft beftow. 
Thee the trumpet, thee the drum. 
With the plumy helm, become : 
Thee the fpear and fliining ftiield. 
With every trophy of the wailike field* 

III. 
Call thy better bleflings forth. 
For the honour of his birth : 
Still the yoice of loud commotion. 
Bid complaining murmurs ceafe. 
Lay the billows of the ocean ; 
And compofe the land io peace. 
Call thy better, &c. 

IV. » 
Queen of odours, fragrant May, 
For this boon, this happy day, . 
Janus with the double face 
Shall to thee refign his place. 
Thou ihalt rule with better grace : 
Time from thee ihall wait his doom, 
JSxA thou ihalt lead the year for every age to come. 
V. 
Faireft month, in Caefar pride thee, 

Nothing like him canft thou bring. 
Though the Graces fmile befide thee : 
Thou|;h thy bounty gives the Spring. 

VI. Though 
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VI. 

Though like Flora thou array thee. 
Finer than the painted bow ; 
< Carolina (hall repay thee 

All thy fweetnefs, all thy ihow. 

vir. 

She herfelf a gloiy greater 
Than thy golden fun difclofes ; 

And her fmiling offspring Tweeter 
Than the bloom of all thy rofes. 



ODE FOR THE NEW YEAIi, 1717. 

I. 

WINTER ! thou hoary venerable fire, 
All richly in thy furry mantle clad ; 
What thoughts of mirth can feeble age infpire. 
To make thy careful wrinkled brow fo glad t 

ir. 

Now I fee the reafon plain» 
\ Now I fee thy jolly train : 

Snowy-headed Winter leads, 

Spring and Summer next fucceeds ; 

Yellow Autumn brings the rear. 

Thou art father of the year. 
HI. 
While from the frofty ihellow'd earth 
Abounding plenty takes her birth. 
The confcious fire exulting fees 
The feafons fpread their rich incrcafe| 
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So dufky night and chaos fmird 
On beauteous form th,eir lovely child* 

IV. 

O fair variety ! 

What blifs thou doft fupply! 

The foul brings forth the fair 

To deck the changing year. 

When our old pleafures die. 

Some new one ftill is nigh ; 

Oh ! fair variety ! 

. V. 
Our pafBonSy like the feafons, turn 5 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia late opprefsM with dread. 
Hung her declining drooping head : 
A better vifage now (he wears, 
And now at once Ihe quits her fears : 
Strife and war no more ihe knows. 
Rebel fons nor foreign foes. 

vr. 

Safe beneath her mighty mailer. 

In fecurity ihe fits ; 
Plants her loofe foundations failer. 

And her forrows paii forgers. 
VII. 

Happy iile ! the care of heaven. 

To the guardian hero given, 

Unrepining iiill obey him* 

Still with love and d^ty p^y hifs* 

* VIII. Though 
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viri. 

Though he parted from thy fhore, 

While contefling kings attend himj 
Could hci Britain, give thee more 
, Than the pledge he left behind him? 
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ODE TO PEACE, FOR THE YEAR 1718. 

I, 

HOU faircft, fweeteft daughter of the (kies^ 



Indulgent, gentle, life-reftoring Peace ! 
'With what aufpicious beauties doft thou rife. 
And Britain*s new-revolving Janus blefs I 

II. 

' Hoary winter fmiles before thee. 

Dances merrily along t 
Hours and feafons all adore thee. 

And for thee are ever youngs 

Ever, goddefs, thus appear. 

Ever lead the joyful year. 

III. 

In thee the night, in thee the day is bleft ; 
In thee the deareft of the purple eaft ; 
'*Ti8 thine immortal pleafures to impart, 
Mirth to infpire, and raife the drooping heart : 
To thee the pip» and tuneful firing belong. 
Thou theme eternal for the poet's fong. 



IV. Awake 
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IV. 

Awake tl>e golden lyife. 

Ye Heliconian choir ; 

Swell every note ilill higher. 

And melody inff ire 

At heaven and earth's defire. 
V. 
Hark, how the (bunds agjree. 
With due complacency ! 
Sweet Peace, 'tis all by thee. 
For thou art harmony. 

VI. 

Who, by nature's faireft creatures. 
Can defcribe her heavenly features ? 
What compariibn can fit her ? 
Sweet are rofes, Ihe is iWeeter 5 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Would you fee her fuch as Jove 
Form'd for univcrfal love, 
Blefs'd by men and gods abaye ? 
Would you every feature tra#e. 
Every fweqtly fmiling grace? 
. Seek our Cai-oliaa's face, 

VIL 
, Peace and flie are Britain's treafures. 
Fruitful in eternal pleafures : 
Still their bounty fhall increafe us. 
Still their fmiling offspring blefs us, 
Happy day, when each was given 
, By Caefar and indulging Heaven. 

, O CHORUS 
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CHORUS. 

Hail, ye celeftial pair I 

Stiii let Britannia be your care. 

And Peace and Carolina crown the 3rear. 



ODE FOR THE KING'S BIRTH-DAY, 17 iS. 

I. 

OH touch the firing, celeftial Mufe, and fay. 
Why are peculiar times and feafons bleft ^ 
. Is it in Fate, that one diftinguifliM day 

Should with more hallowM purple paint the Eaft? 
II. 
Look on ife and nature's race ! 
How the carelefs minutes pafs, 
How they wear a common face : 
One is what another was 1 
Till the happy hero's worth 
Bid the feftival ftand forth $ 
Till the golden light he crown. 
Till he mark it for his own* 
lU. 
How had thh glorioiis morning been forgot, 

Unthought-of as the things that never were ; 
Had not our greateft Caefar been its lot. 
And caird it fr '^* vulgar year ! 

IV. Now 
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IV. 
Now, Nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
To court let thy graces repair : 

Let Flora beftow 
, The crown from her brow, 
iTor our brighter Britannia to wear, 
\ V. 

Through every language of thy peopled earthy 

Far as the fea*s or Caefar's influence goes. 
Let thankful nations celebrate his birth. 
And blefs the author of the world's r^pofe. ' 

VI. 
Let Volga tumbling in cafcades. 
And Po that glides through poplar fhades-. 
And Tagus bright in fands of gold. 
And Arethufa, rivers old. 

Their great deliverer fmg. 
Not, Danube, thou whofe winding flood 
So long has blufh'd with Turkifh blood. 
To Casfar ftiall refufe a drain, 
Since now thy flreams without a ftain 
^ Run cryftal as their fpring. 

CHORUS. 
To mighty George, that heals thy wounds, 
That names thy kings and marks thy bounds, 
The joyful voice, O Eurape, raife ; 
In the great Mediator's praife 
Let all thy various tongues combine. 
And Britain's feflival be thine. 

G % ODE 
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ODE TO THE THAMES, FOR THE YEAR 1719. 

KING of the Floods, whom friendly ftars ordaia 
To fold alternate in thy winding train, 
' The lofty palace and the fertile vale ; 
King of the Floods, Britannia's darling, hail I 
Hail with the year fo well begun. 
And bid his each revolving iun. 
Taught by tky ftreams, in iinoo^ fuGcefiion nau - 
11. . 

From thy never-failing urn 

Flowers, bloom and fair increafe 
With the feafons take their turn j 

From thy tributary ftas 
Tides of various wealth attend thee j 
Seas and feafons all befriend thee. 

III. 
Here on thy banks, to mate the flcies, 
Augufta's hallow'd domes arife j 
And there thy ample bofom pours 
Her numerous fouls and floating towers ; 
Whofe terrors late to vanquifti'd Spain were known. 
And -ffitna Ihook with thunder not her own. 
IV. 
FulUft flags thou doft fuftain. 
While thy banks confine thy courft s 
Emblem of our Caefar's reign. 
Mingling clemency and force, 

V. So 
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... V. 
So* may'ft thou ftill, fecur'd by diftant wars^ 
Ne'er ffem thy cryftal with domeftic jars : 
As C«Ar's reigtt, to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to bleft the coming year^ 
VI. 
On thy (hady margin. 
Care its Idad difcharging, ' 

Is liiird to gentle reft ; 
Britain thus difarming, 
Noi* no moit ajaitniiig. 

Shall ileep oft Csefafs breaft. 

vir. 

\ Sweet to diftrcfs is balmy fleep, 

Xo fleep aufpicious dreams. 
Thy meadows, Thames, to feeding (heep^ 

To thirft, thy filver ftreams : 
More fweet than all, the piaife 
Of Caefar's golden days : 

Caefai-'s praife is fweeterj 

Britain's pleafure greater ; 

Still may Caefar's reign excel ; 

Sweet the praife of reigning welU 

C H O R U S. 

Gentle Janus, ever wait. 
As now, on Britain's kindeft fate; 
Crown all our vows, and all thy gifts beftow j 
Till Time no more renews his date. 

And Thames forgets to flow. 

G J TKB 
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THE STORY OF GLAtJCUS AND SCVLLA. 

FROM OVlD*S METAMORPHOSES^ BOOK XIII. 

TjERE ccas'd tke nymph j the fair affembly broken 
^^ The iea-green Nereids to the waves betook i 
While Scylla, fearful of the wide-fpread niain» 
Swift to the fafer fhore returns again. 
There o'er the fandy margin, uoarray*d. 
With printlefs footfteps flies the bounding maid ; 
Or in fome winding creek's fecure reti'eat 
She bathes her weary limbs^and ihuns the noond^y^s heat. 
Her Glaucus faw^ as o'er the deep he rodc> 
New to the feas^^and late received a god. 
He fawy and languiih'd for the virgin's love. 
With many an artful blandiftiment be ftrove 
Her flight to hinder, and her fears remove. 
The more he fues, the more flie wings her flight, 
^nd nimbly gains a neighbouring mountain's height,. 
Steep flielving to the margin of the flood, 
A neighbouring mountain bare and woodlefs flood ^ 
Here, by the place fecur'd, her fteps flie ftay'd. 
And, trembling ftill, hfr lover's form furvey'd. 
His fliape, his hue, her troubled fenfe appall, 
Aud dropping locks that o'er his flioulders fall j 
Siie fees his face divine, and manly brow. 
End in a filh's wreathy tail below : 
She Ices, and doubts within her anxious mind> 
Whether he comes of god, or monftcr kind. 
This Glaucus foon perceiv'd ; and. Oh ! forbear -* 
(His himd fiipporting on a rock lay near) > 

Forbear, he cry'd, fond maid, this ncedkfs fear, J 
X Nor 
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Nor fifti am I, nor monjfter of the main. 

But equal with the watery gods I reign j 

Nor Proteus nor Pal«mon me excell. 

Nor he whofe breath infpires the founding Diell. 

My birth, 'tis true, I owe to mortal race, . 

And I myfelf but late a mortal was : 

Ev'n then in feas, and feas alone, I joy'dj 

The feas ray hours, and all my cares, employed. 

In mefhes now the twinkling prey I drew j 

Now ikilfulJy the flender line I threw. 

And filent fate the moving float to view. 

Not far from /hore, there lies a verdant mead, 

With herbage half, and half with water fpread : 

There, nor the horned heifers browfing ftray. 

Nor ihaggy kids nor wanton lambkins play ; 

There, nor the founding bees their ne^ar cull. 

Nor rural fwains their genial chaplets pullj 

Nor flocks, nor herds, nor mowers, haunt the place. 

To crop the flowers, or cut the bufhy grafs : 

Thither, fure firft of living race came I, 

And fat by chance, my dropping nets to dry. 

My fcaly prize, in order all difplay'd. 

By number on the greenfword there I lay'd. 

My captives, whom or in ray nets I took. 

Or hung unwary on my wily hook. 

Strange to behold ! yet what avails a lye ? 

I faw them bite the grafs, as I fate by ; 

Then fudden darting o'er the verdant plain* 

They fpread their Anns, as in their native main r 

I paus'd, with wonder ftruck, while all my prey . 

Left their new mafter, and regain'd the fca. 

G 4. Amaz 
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Amaz'd, within my fecret felf I fought. 

What god, what herb, the miracle had wrought : 

But fure no herbs have power like this, I cry'd j 

/Tnd ftrai't I pluck'd fome neighbouring herbs, and try'd. 

Scarce had I bit, and proved the wondrous tafte. 

When ftrong convulfions (hook my troubled breaft j 

I felt my heart grow fond of fomething ftrange. 

And my whole nature labouring with a change* 

Reftlefs I grew, and every place forfook. 

And ftill upon the feas I bent my look. 

Farewell, for ever I farewell, land ! I faid j 

And pluiigM araidft the waves my fmking head. 

The gentle powers, who that low empire keep, 

ReceivM me as a brother of .the deep 5 

To Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray. 

To purge my mortal earthy parts away. 

The watery parents to their fuit agreed. 

And thrice nine times a fecret charm they read. 

Then with luftrations purify my limbs. 

And bid me bathe beneath a hundred ftreams : 

A hundred ftreams from various fountains run. 

And on my head at once come rulhing down. 

Thus far each paflage T remember well. 

And faithfully thus far the tale I tell ; ^ 

But then oblivion dark on all my fenfes fell. 

Again at length my thought reviving came. 

When I no longer found my felf the famp j 

Then firft this fea-green beard I felt to grow. 

And thefe large honours on my fpreading browj 

My long-defcending locks the billows fweep, • 

And my broad ftioulders cleave the yielding deep ; 

4- My 
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My fifhy tail, my arms of azure hue, 

And every part divinely chang'd, I view. 

But what avail thefe ufelefs honours now ? 

What joys can immortality beftow ? 

What, though our Nereids all my form approve ? 

What boots it, while fair Scylla fcorns my love ? 

Thus far the god ; and more he would have faid j 
When from his prefence flew the ruthlefs maid. 
Stung wifh repulfe, in fuch difdainful fort, 
He feeks Titanian Circe^s horrid court. 
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^ [Hi 

TO THE SUSPPOSED AUTHOR OF THE 
SPECTATOR. 

IN courts licentious, and a ihamelefs ftage. 
How long the war (hall wit with virtue wage ? 
Inchanted by this proftituted fair. 
Our youth run headlong in the fatal fnare 5 
In height of rapture clafp unheeded pains, 
And fuck pollution through their tingling veins ? 

Thy fpotlefs thoughts unfliockM the prieftmay hear j 
And the pure veftal in her bofom wear. 
To confcious bluAies and diminiihM pride, 
Thy glafs betrays what treacherous love would hide j 
Nor harfh thy precepts, but infus'd by ftealth, 
Pleas'd while they cure, and cheat us into health. 
Thy works in Chloe's toilet gain a part, 
And with his tailor (hare the fopling's heart : 
Laih*d in thy fatire, the penurious cit 
Laughs at himfelf, and finds no harm in wit : 
From felon gamefters the raw fquire is free. 
And Britain owes her refcued oaks to thee. 
Hie mifs the frolic Vifcount dreads to toaft. 
Or his third cure the (hallow Templar boaft $ 
And the raih fool, who fcomM the beaten road. 
Dares quakes at thunder, and confefs his God. 

The brainlefs tripling, who, expell'd the town, 
DamnM the (liff college and pedantic gown, 
AwM by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 

A faunterinir 
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A fauntering tribe ! fuch born to wide eftates> 
With j'^^ and no in fenates hold debates : 
At length defpisM each to his fields retires, . 
Firft with the dogs, and king amMft the fquires 5 
From pert to ftupid, finks iiipinply down^, 
In yoiitli a coxcomb, and in age a clown. 

Such readers fcornM, thou wing'ft thy <laring flight 
Above the Hars, and tread'ft the fields of light j 
Fame, heaven and hell, are thy exalted theme. 
And vifions Aich as Jove himfelf might dream 5 
. Man funk to flavery, though to glory born. 
Heaven's pride when upright, and depraved his fcorn* 

Such hints alone could Britifli Virgil lend, 
And thou alone deferve from fuch a friend \ 
■ A debt fo borrowed is illuftrious fharne, 
And fame when iliar'd with him is double fame. 
So, flufti'd with fweets by Beauty's Queen beftowM, 
With more than mortal charms -ffincas glowM : 
Such generous ftrifes Eugene and Marlborough try. 
And as ill glory, fo in friendfhip vie. 

Permit thefe lines by thee to live — nor blame 
A Mufe that pants and languifhes for fame ; 
That fears to fink when humbler themes /he fings,^ 
Loft in the mafs of mean forgotten things : ' 

Received by thee, I prophefy, my rhymes. 
The praife of virgins in fucceeding times : 
Mix'd with thy works, their life no bounds fhall fee, 
Sut ftand prote£led, as infpir'd, by thee. 

So fome weak fiioot, which elfe would poorly rife, 
Jove's tree adopts, and lifts him to the /kies j 

Through 
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Through the new pupil' foftering juices flow, 

Thnift forth the gems, and give the flowers t# 

blow. 
Aloft ; immortal reigns the plaat unknown. 
With borrowed life, and vigour not his own. 



A P O E M, 

TO HIS EXCELLENCY THE LORD PRIVY- 
SEAL, .ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 

«« ^— — Sacerdos 

<« Fronde fuper Mitram, & felici conaptus Oliva^** 

ViRG. 
TO THE LORD PRIVY SEAL. 

CONTENDING kings, and fields of death, toolon|f 
Have been the fubje£l of the Britifh fong. 
Who hath not read of fam*d RamiUia^s plain, 
Bavarians fall, and Danube ehok'd with flaint 
.Exhaufled themes ! a gentler note I i^aife. 
And fing returning peace in fofter lays. 
Their fury queird, and martial rage allayM, 
J wait our heroes in^theiylvan fhade : 
^iibanding hpfls are imagM to my mind. 
And warring powers in friendly leagues combinMf 
While eafe and pleafure make the nations fmlle, 
And Heavien and Anna blefs Britannia's ifle. 

H Well 
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Well fends pDr queen her mitred Briftol forfh, 
Fpr early counfels famM, and long-try'd worth 5 
Who, thirty rolling years, had oft withheld 
The Swede aod Saxon from the dufty field ; 
■Completely, foffin'd to heal the Ch'riftian wounds. 
To name the kings, and give each kingdom bounds; 
The face of ravag'd nature to repair, 
-By leagues to foften ^arth, and h^veri by prayer. 
To gain by love, where ra^e and flaughter fail, 
.And make tHe crofier o'er the fwofd prevail; • 

So ^9J^ gr«at,Moie&, with JehovaVs waiid, 
'Had fcatter'd plagues o'er ftubborn Pharaoh'ii laiid. 
Now fpread an hoft of locufts round the fhore. 
Now tuf»-'d -Nil*' 8 fattening ftreams' to putrid gore j 
. Plenty, and gladnefs mark'd the prieft of God, 
And fudden almonds, /hot fropi Aaron's rod. 

O thou, from -whom thefe bounteous blefling^ 
-flow, • 
To whom, as chief, the hope? of peace ^t owe, 
(For next to sh^, <he maua whom kings contend 
To ftile conipanioni ;»n4 to make theu^ friend. 
Great Strafford, rich iti ^every courtly, grace. 
With Joyful pride ac<;epte the iecond place) 
From Britain's-i/le, and Ifis' facred fpring, 
•One hour, oh I iiftcn while the Moies.iing. 
Though minifters of mighty monarchs wait, 
With be?.t^i^,i*^^t8 to l^rn their roafters* fate, 
One hour forbear to fpeak thy queen's commands, 
N«r think the wofld, thy charge) negle£led Hands ; 

Tbc 
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The bliftful profpefts, in my vcrfe difplayM, 
May lure the ftubborn, the deceiv'd perfuade : 
Ev*n thou to peace (halt fpeedier urge the way". 
And nioi-e be haften'd by this fhort delay. 

ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 

THE haughty Gaul, in ten campaigns o'er- 
thrown, 
Now ceas\l to think the weftern world his own. 
Oft had he mourn'd his boafting leaders bound. 
And his proud bulwarks fmoking on the ground : 
In vain with powers renewM he fill'd^ihe plain. 
Made timorous vows, and brib*d the faints in vain 5 
As oft his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the trench, and Aculk'd behind the line. 
Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, 
At fealts he ftarts, and feems dethroned in dreams ; 
On glory paft reflefta with fecret pain, 
On mines cxhaulied, and on millions (Iain. 

To Britain's Queen the fceptrcd fuppliant ben^s^ 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with Chriftian blood to buy. 
Nor alks for glory at a price fo high. 
Atlier decree, the war fuipended ftands. 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hanris. 
Their open brows no threatening frowns difguile. 
But gentler paflions fpaikle in their eyes. 
The Gauls, who never in their courts conld find 
Such tempered fire with manly beauty joieM, .*, 

H 2 ' , V i!)oubt 
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Doubt if they *re thoCt, whom dreadful to the view 
In forms fo fierce their fearful fancies drew j 
At whofe dire names Xtn thoufand widows preft 
Their helplefs orphans clinging to the breail* 
In filent rapture each his foe furveys j 
They vow firm friendfliip, and give mutual pralie. 
Brave mindS) howe>r at war^ are fecret friends j 
Their generous difcord with the battle ends .; 
In peace they wonder whence diflenfion rofe. 
And a(k how fouls fo like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I bear more friendly (houts rebound* 
And £3cial clarions mix their fprightly found. 
The Britifh flags are furlM, her troops difband* 
And fcatterM armies feek their native land. 
The hardy veteran, proud of many a fear. 
The manly charms and honours of the war. 
Who hopM to ihare his friends* illuftrious doom. 
And in the battle find a foldier*s tomh» 
Leans on his fpear to take his farewell view. 
And fighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye generous fair, receive the brave with fmiles, 
0*er-pay jtheir fleeplefs nights, and crown their toils { 
-Soft beauty is .the gallant foldier*s due. 
For you they conquer, and they bleed for you. 
In vain proud Gaul with boaftful Spain conijpires. 
When Englifh valour £ngli(h beauty fires ; 
The nations dread your eyes, and kings deipair 
Of chiefs fo brave, till they have nymphs fb fair* 

See the fond wife, in tears of tranfport drowned. 
Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o^er every wound. 

Hangs 
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HangSF on the lips that fields of blood relate. 
And fmiles, or trembles, at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy M line. 
And marks feign'd trenches in the flowing wine. 
Then fets th' invefted fort before her eyes, t 

And mines, that whirled battalions to the ikies* ^ 
His little liftening progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale; 

Such dire achievements fings the bard, that tells 
Of palfrey^d dames, bold knight», and magic fpells,^ 
Where- whole brigades one champion^s arms- o'erthrow^ 
And cleave a giant at a random blow. 
Slay paynims vile, that force the fair, and tamo 
The goblin^'s iury, and the dragon's flame. 

Our eager youth to diftant nations run,. 
To vifit fields, their valiant fathers won ; 
From Flandria's (hore their country's fame they trace,. 
Till far Germania fhew» her blafted face. 
Th' exulting Briton alks his mournful guide. 
Where his hard fate the loft Bavaria try'd : 
where Stepney grav'd the ftone to Anna's fame. 
He points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name^ 
Here fled the Houlhold, there did Tallard yield; 
Here Marlborough turn'd the fortune of the field. 
On thofe fteep banks, near Danube's raging flood; 
The Gauls thrice ftarted back, and trembling, flood ; 
When, Churchill's arm perceivM, they flood not long^ 
But plung'd amidft the waves, a defperate throng. 
Crowds whelm'd on crowds dafh'd wide the watery bed. 
And drove the current to its diftant head. 

H 3 As 
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As when by Raphaers, or by Kneller^s handft 
A warlike courfcr on the canvas ftands, 
b^uch as on Landen bleeding Ormond bore. 
Or fet young Ammon on the Granic fliore ; 
If chsnce a generous fteed the work behold, 
Ke fnorts, he neiglis, he champs the foamy gold t 
So, Hocftet feen, tumultuous paflions roll. 
And hints of glory fire the Briton^s foul. 
In fancy'd fights he fees the troops engage. 
And all the tempefl of the battle rage. 

Charm me, ye powers, with fcenes lefs nobly bright^ 
Far humbler thoughts th' inglorious Mule delight. 
Content to fee the honours of the field 
By plough-fhares Icvel'd, or in flowers concealed* 
O'er fhatter'd walls may creeping ivy twine. 
And grafs luxuriant clothe the harmlefs mine. 
Tame flocks afcend the bi*each without a wound» 

Or crop the baft ion, now a fruitful ground ; 

While fhepherds fleep, along the rampart hud, ' 

Or pipe beneath the formidable ihade. 

Who was the man ? Oblivion blaft his name» 

Tom out, and blotted from the lift of fame ! 

Who, fond of lawlefs rule, and proudly brave, 

Fird funk the filial fubjefl to a (lave. 

His neighbour's realms by frauds unkingly gain*d» 

In guiltlefs blood the facred ermine ilain'd. 

Laid fchemes for death, to (laughter tumM his heaft, 

Aiid fitted murder to the rules of art. 
Ah! curft ambition, to thy lures we owe 

All the great ills, that mortals bear below. 

Cnrft 
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Curft by the hind, when to the fpoil he yields 

His year's whole fweat, and vainly ripen'd fields j 

Curft by ihe maid> torn from her lover's fide* 

When left a widow, though not yet a bride 5 

By lAothers curft, when floods of tears they Ihedy. 

And'fcatter ufelefs rofes on the dead. 

Oh,- facred Briftol 1 then, what dangers prove 

The arts, thou fmirft on with paternal love ? 

Then, mix'd with rubbi/h by the brutal foes. 

In vain the marble breathes, the canvas glows ; . 

To /hades obfcure the glittering fword purfues 

The gentle poet, and defencelefs Mufcr 

A voice like thine, alone, might then aflwage 

The warrior's fury, and control his rage ; 

To hear thee fpeak, might the fierce Vandal ftand. 

And fling the brandifti'd fabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driven to Scythia's ftormy fliore 
The drum's harih mufic, and the. cannon's roarj 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawlcFs plain. 
Where Tartar clans and grizly Coflacks reign ; 
Let^he fteel'd Turk be deaf to- matron*' cries. 
See virgins raviftiM with relentlefs eyesj 
To death gray heads and finiling infants doom. 
Nor fpare the promife of the pregnant womb. 
O'er wafted kingdoms fpread his wide command^ 
The favage lord of an unpeopled land. 

Her guiltlefs gloiy juft Britannia draws 
From pure religion, and impartial law«, 
To Europe's wounds a mother's aid (he brings, 
And holds in equal fcalcjs the rival kings i 
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Her generous Tons in choiceft gifts abound. 
Alike in arms, alike in arts renownM. 

As when fweet Venus (fo the fable fings) 
Awak'd by ^e^eids, from the ocean fprings. 
With frailes fhe fees the threatening billows rife. 
Spreads fmooth the furge, and clears the louring ikies. 
Light, o'er the deep, with fluttering Cupids crown'd. 
The pearly conch and filver turtles bound $ 
Her trefles fhed ambrofial odours round. 

Amidft the world of waves fo ftands ferene 
Britannia''s ifle, the ocean's flately queen 5 
In vain the nations have confpir'd her fall. 
Her trench the fea, and fleets her floating wall: 
Defencelefs barks, her powerful navy near. 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader, or what land oppreft, 
Hath not' her anger quellM, her aid redreft I 
Say, where have e'er her union-croffes fail'd. 
But much her arms, her juflice more prevailed t 
Her labours are, to plead th' Almighty's caufc. 
Her pride, to teach th* untam'd barbaiian laws : 
Who conquers wins by brutal ftrength the prize ; 
But *tis a godlike work to civilize. 

Have we forgot how from great Ruflia's throne 
The king, whofe power half Europe's regions own^ 
Whofe fceptre waving, with one fhout rufh forth 
In fwarms the harnefs'd millions of the north. 
Through realms of ice purfued his tedious way 
To court our friend/hip, and our fame furvey I 
Hence the rich prize of ufeful arts he bore. 
And round his empire fpxtad the learned ftore : 

(T' 
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(T' adorn old realms is more than new to raife. 
His country *8 parent is a monarch's praife.) 
His bands now march in juft array to war, 
And Cafpian guiphs nnufual navies bear ; 
With Runick lays Smolenfko's forefts ring. 
And wondering Volga bears the Mufes iing. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 
Our queen, and lay their fceptres at her feet ? 
Chiefs who full bowls of hoilile blood had qualF'd,. 
FamM for the javelin, and invenom*d (haft, 
Whofe haughty brows made favages adore, 
Nor bow'd to lefs than ftars or fun before. 
Her pitying fmile accepts their fuppliant claim, 
And adds four monarchs to the Chriftian name. 

Bleft ufe of power! O virtuous pride rn kings ! 
And like his bounty, whence dominion fprings ! 
Which o>r new worlds makes heaven's indulgence fliine. 
And ranges myriads under laws divine I 
Well bought with all that thofe fweet regions hold. 
With groves of fpices, an'd with mines of gold. 

Fearlefs our merchant now purfues his gain. 
And roams fecurely o'er the boundlefs main. 
Now o'er his head the polar bear he fpies. 
And freezing fpangles of the Lapland ikies ; 
Now fwells his canvas to the fultry line. 
With glittering fpoils where Indian grottoes fhine. 
Where fumes of incenfe glad the fouthem feas. 
And wafted citron fcents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer funs prepare the ripening gem. 
To grace great Anne's imperial diadem, 

5 And 



] 



io6 TICKELL'S POEMS. 

And here the ore, whofe melted mafs fhall yields 
On faithful coins each memoratek fieW, 
Which) mix'd with medals of immortal Rome, 
May clear difpnteS) aad teach the times to come*. 

In circling beams (hall gadlik.e Anna glow. 
And ChurchiU's fword hang o'er. the proftrate foe j 
In comely wounds ihall bleeding w<H;*thie$ ftand, 
Webb's firm platoon, and Lumley'S faithful baiid> 
Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies dreft, 
And Campbeirs dragon oa his dauntlefs breaft. 
Great Oimond's deeds on Vigo's fpoils enrolPd, 
And Guifcard's knife on Harley's Chili gold. 
And if. the Mufe, O Briftol, might decree. 
Here Granville noted by the lyre ihould be. 
The lyre for Granville, and the crofa for thee. 

Such are the honours grateful Britain pays j. 
So patriots merit, and fo monarchs praife. 
O'er diftant times fuch records fliall prevail. 
When Engliih numbers, antiquated, fail : 
A trifling fong the Mufe can only yields 
And footh her foldiers panting from the'iield. 
To fweet- retirements fee them fafe convey *d. 
And raife their battles in the rural fhade. 
From fields of death to Woodftock's peacefiil glopms^ 
(The poet's haunt) Britannia's hero comes— 
Begin, my Mufe, and foftly touch the ftring : 
Here^ Henry lov'dj and Chaucer leam'd to Hng, 

Hail, fabled grotto ! hail, Elyfian foilj 
Tlwu faireft fpot of fair Britannia's iile ! 
Where kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the throne. 
And beauty was content to ibine unknown | 

Whcit 
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Where love and war by turns paviMons rear, 

>\.nd Henry's bowers near Blenbeinfs dome appear j 

The weary'*d champion lull in (eft alcoves^ 

The nobleft boaft of thy romantic groves. 

Oft^ if the Mufe prefage, ihall he be feen 

By Rofamonda fleeting o^er the green, 

In dreams be hailM hy heroes' mighty (hades> 

And hear old Chaucer warble through the glades, 

O'er the fam'd echoing vaults his name fhall bounds 

And hill to hill refle£l the favourite found. 

Here, here at leaft thy love for arms give o'er. 
Nor, one world conquer'd, fondly wifh for more. 
Vice of great fouls alone ! O thirft of fame I 
The Mufe admires it, while fhe ftrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chace the bounding deer. 
Or view the courfers ftretch in wild career. 
This Jovely fccnc fhall footh thy foul to reft, 
And wear each dreadful image from thy brcaft,. 
With pleafure, by thy conquefts ihalt thou fee 
Thy queen triumphant, and all £nrope free* 
No cares henceforth fliall thy repofc deftroy. 
But what thou giv'ft the world, thyfclf enjoy. 

Sweet Solitude I when life's gay hours^are paft^ 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laft : 
Toft through tempeftuous feas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and blefs thy friendly ftiore* 
Our own ftrift judges our paft life we fcan, 
And aflc if glory hath enlarg'd the fpan : 
If bright the profpeft, we the grave defy, 
Truft future ages^ and contented die» 

Whtn 
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When ftrangers from far diftant climes ihall comcy 
To view the pomp of this triumphant dome. 
Where reai'M aloft diilembled trophies ftandy 
And breathing labours of the fculptor's hand. 
Where Kneller^s art (hall paint the flying Gaul; 
And Bourbon's woes ihall fill the ftory'd wall s 
Heirs of thy blood ihall o'er their bounteous board- 
Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental fword. 
Banners that oft have wav'd on conquered walls. 
And trumps, that drownM the groans of gafping Gauls» 
Fair dames ihall oft, with' curious eye, explore 
The colUy robes that ilaughter'd generals wore. 
Rich trappings from the Danube's whirlpools brought, 
(Hefperian nuns the gorgeous broidery wrought) 
Belts fiiif with gpld, the Boian horfe-man's pride. 
And Gaul's fair flowers, in human crimfon dyM. 
Of Churchill's race perhaps forae lovely boy 
Shall mark die burniih'd fleel that hangs on high,, 
§hall gaze tranfported on its glittering charms. 
And reach it itruggling with unequal arms. 
By figns the dmm's tumultuous found requeitj 
Then feek, in ftarts, the huihirig mother's breait« 

So^. in the painter's animated frame. 
Where Mars embraces the foft Paphian dame,. 
The little Loves in fport his fauchion wield. 
Or join their ilrength to heave his ponderous ibield : 
One iirokes the plume in Tityon's gore embraed. 
And one the fpear, that reeks with Ty phones blood : 
Another's infant brows the helm fuftain, 
He nods his crefl, and frights the ihneking train. 

Thus 
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Thus, jiie rude tempeft of the field o'er-blown, 
Shall whiter rounds of fmiling years roll on, 
'Our viftors, bleft in peace, forget their wars. 
Enjoy paft dangers, and abfolve the ftars. 
But, o^.! what fbrrows Ihall bedew your urns. 
Ye hooourM fliades, whom widowM Albion mourns i 
If your thin forms yet difcontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled maniions, once your own 3 
Behold what flowers the pious Mufes llrow. 
And tears, which in the midfl of triumph flow ; 
Cyprefs and bays your envy'd brows furround. 
Your names the tender matron's heart ihall Wound, 
And the foft maid grow peniive at the found. 

Accept^ great Anne, the tears their memory draws^ 
Who nobly perifh'd in their fovereign's caufe ; 
For thou in pity bid*ft the war give o'er, 
Mourn'il thy flain heroes, nor wiit venture more. 
Vail price of blood on each victorious day ! 
.(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 
Xamented triumphs ! when one breath muft tell 
That Marlborough conquered, and that Dormer felL 

Great Queen ! wbofe name ftrikes haughty monarcht 
p>Je, 
On whofe juit fceptre hasgs Europa's fcale, 
Whofe arm like mercy wounds, decides like fate. 
On whofe decree the nations anxious wait : 
From Albion's cliffs tby wide-extended hand 
Shall o*er the main to far Peru command , 
So vaft a tra^ whofe wide domain ihall run> 
Its circling Hues ihall ice no ietting fun* 
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Thee, thee an hundred languages ihall claim^ 
■And ravage Indians fwear by Annans name ; 
The line and poles (hall own thy rightful fway^ 
And thy commands the feverM globe obey. 

Round the vaft ball thy new dominions cham 
The watery kingdoms, and control the main ; 
Magellan's ftraits to Gibraltar they join, 
Acrofs the feas a formidable line ; 
The fight of adverfe Gaul we fear no more. 
But pleasi'd fee Dunkirk, now a guiltiefs fliore ; 
In vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground. 
And meant his waters for Britannia*s bound 5 
Her giant genius takes a mighty ftride> 
And fets his foot beyond th' incroaching tide 5 
On either bank the land its mafter knows^ 
And in the midft the fubjedl ocean flows. 

So near proud Rhodes, across the raging flood, 
"Stupendous form ! the vaft ColofTus ftood, 
-(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride, 
A whole hour's fail fcance reached the further fide) 
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in loofe array, 
Ten thoufand ftreamers on the billows play. 

By Harley's counfels Dunkirk now reftor^d 
To Britain's empire, owns her ancient lord. 
In him transfus'd his godlike fatheo reigns. 
Rich in the blood which fweU'dthat patriot*6 veins. 
Who boldly faithful met his fovereign^si'towii. 
And fcorn'd for gold toyield th' impoitant'town. 
His fon was born the ravifti-d prey to clainH 
And France Hill trentblea at «n Hariey*$ htbum^ 

A fort 



ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. iii 

A fort fo dreadful to our Engliih fliorey 
Our fleets fcarce fear'd the fands or tempefts more, 
Whofe vaft expences to fuch fums amounti 
That the taxM Gaul fcarce furnilh'd out th' account, 
Whofe walls fuch bulwarks, fuch vaft towers Feftrain, 
Its weakeft ramparts are the rocks and main. 
His boaft great Louis yields^ apd cheaply buys 
Thy friendflup, Anna, with the mighty priae. 
Holland repining, and in grief cad down. 
Sees the new glories of the Britifh crown : 
Ah ! may they ne'er provoke thee to the fight, 
Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite. 
Soon may they hold the oliv«, foon a/Twage 
Their fecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 
To rend their blanks, and pour, at one command. 
Thy. realm, the fea, o'er their precarious land. 
Henceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the ikies, 
ScomM worth to raife, and vice in robes chailife. 
To dry the. orphan's tears, and from the bar 
Chace the brib'd judge, and huih the wordy war. 
Deny the curft blafphemer's tongue to rage, 
And turn God's fury from an impious age. 
Bleft change ! the foldier's late deftroying hand « 
Shall rear new temples in his native land j 
Miftaken zealots (hall with fear behold. 
And beg admittance in our facred fold ; 
On ^er own wo>;ks the pious queen fhalj fmile. 
And turn her cares upon her favourite ifle* 

So the k£en bplt awarrior angel aims, 
Array'd. in clouds^ aadMvrapt in maatling flftmeis ; . 

He 
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He bears a tempeft on his founding wings. 

And his red arm the forky vengeance flings 5 

At length, heaven's wrrath appeasM, lie quits the war. 

To roll his orb, and guide his deftin*d ftar, 

T« (hed kind fate, and lucky hours beftow. 

And fmile propitious on the world below. 

Around thy throne fhallfaithftil nobles wait, 
Thefe guard the 'clrarch, and thofe direft the ftate. 
To Briftol, graceful in maternal tears. 
The church her towery forehead gently rearai 
She begs her pious fon t' aflert her caufe, 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws. 
With holy zeal the facred work begin. 
To bend the ftubbom, and the meek to win. 

Our Oxford's earl in careful thought fhall ftand. 
To raife his queen, and fave a finking land. 
The wealthieft glebe to ravenous Spaniards known 
He marks, and makes the golden world our own, 
^Content with hands unfoil'd to guard the prize. 
And keep the ftore with undefiring eyes. 

So round the tree, that bore Hefperian gold^ 
The facred watch lay curl'd in many a fold^ 
His eyes up-rearing to th' untafted prey. 
The fleeplefs guardian wafted life away. 

Beneath the peaceful olives, raisM by yon. 
Her ancient pride ihall every art renew, 
XThe arts with you famM Harcourt fhall defend. 
And courtly Bolingbroke the Mufe*s friend.) 
With piercing eye fome fearch where nature plays. 
And trace the wanton through her darkfome maxe^ 

Whence 
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"Whence health from herbs} from feeds how groves begutt^ 
tiow vital ftreams in circling eddies rdn« 
ISome teach why round the fun the fpheres advance. 
In the fix'd meafures of their myftic dance, 
flow tides, when heav'<i by preifing moons, o'erflow^ 
And fun-bom Iris paints her ihowery bow« 
In happy chains our daring language bound. 
Shall fport no more in arbitrary found, 
3ut buikin*d bards henceforth ihall wifely rage. 
And Grecian plans reform Britannia's fbge t 
Till Coxigr«ve bids ker fmile, Augufta ftands 
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commaiuls* 
3ritaan*a Speftators (kail their ftrength combine 
To mend our morals, and our tafte refine, 
Pight Virtue^s caufe, ftand itp in wit*s defence. 
Win us from vice, and laagh us into ienfe* 
Nor, Prior, haft>thou hufli^d the trump in vain. 
Thy lyre ihall now revive her mirthful ftrainf 
New tales fliall now be told^ if right I fee. 
The foul of Chaucer is reftor'd in thee. 
<^arth, in roajeftic numbers, to the ftars 
Shall raife mock heroes, and fantaftic wars { 
Like the young fpreading laurel. Pope, thy name 
Shoots up with ftren^, and riles into fame } 
With Philips ihall the peaceful vallies ring. 
And Britain hear a fecond Spenfer fing. 
That much-lov'd youth, whom Utrecht^s walls confine* 
To Briftol's praiies fhall his Strafibrd^s joini 
He too, from whom attentive Oxford drawt 
Rvlcs for juft thinking, and poetic laws, 
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To growing bards his learned aid fhall lend. 
The ftrifteft critic, and the kindeft friend. 
Ev'n mine, a bafliful Mufe, whofe rude effays 
Scarce hope for pardon, not afpire to praife, 
Cherifh'd by you in time may grow to fame. 
And mine furvive with Briftol's glorious name. 

Fir'd with the views this glittering fcene difplayi. 
And fmit with paflion for my country's praife. 
My artlefs reed attempts this lofty theme, 
"Where facred Ifis rolls her ancient ftream-j • 
In cloifter* dromes the great Philippa's pride, - 
Where learning blooms, while fame and worth 'prefide. 
Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught. 
And Edward formed his Crefly, yet unfought. 
Where laurepd bards have ftruck the warbling ftringn^ 
The feat of fagcs, -and the nurfe of kings. * 
Here thy commands, O Lancafter, inflame 
My eager breaH to raife.the Britiih name. 
Urge on my foul, with no Ignoble pride. 
To woo the Mufe, whom Addifon cnjoy'd. 
See that bold fwan to heaven fublimely foai^ 
Purfue at diftance> and .his ^ps adore. 
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TO MR. ADDISON, ON HIS OPERA OF 
ROSAMOND, 

" — — — Ne forte pudori 
** Sit tibi Mufa lyrae foiers, & cantor Apollo.*' 

^T^HE Opera firft Italian maftei's taught, 
X Inrich*d with fongs, but innocent of thouglit} 
Britannia's. learned theatre difdains 
Melodious. trifles, and enei*vate ftrains ; 
And bluihes, on her injured ftage to fee 
Noniinfe well-tun'd, and fweet ftupidity. 

No charms are wanting to thy artful fong. 
Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil ftrong. 
From words fo fweet new grace the notes receive. 
And muiic borrows helps, fhe usM to give. 
Thy ftyle hath matched what ancient Romans knew. 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new. 
Their cadence in £uch eafy found coiivey'd. 
The height of thought may feem fuperfluous aid s 
Yet in fuch charms the noble thoughts abound. 
That needlefs feem the fweets of eafy found. 

Landflcips how gay the bowery grotto yields, 
TVhich l;hought creates, and lavifli fancy builds ! 
What art can trace the vifionary fcenes. 
The flowery groves, and everlafting greens. 
The babbling founds that mimic echo plays^ 
The fairy (hade, and its eternal maze ? 
-Nature and Art in all their charms comhixk'dy 
And all Elyfium to one view confin'd ! 

I* No 
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No further could imagiiuition roam, 

Titt Vanfarughfram^dsand Marlborougli raisM the dooae* 

Ten thoufaod pangs my anTions bolbm tear. 
When drownM in tears Ifie th* imploring fair | 
When bards ^t& Coh the moving words fiipply, 
A ieemtng jnftice dooms the nymph to die i 
But here flie he^« nor can (he b^ in vain 
<In dirges thus ei^iiring ^^rans complain) i 
Each verie (b fweUs ezpreffive of her woes. 
And every tear in lines £6 mournful ilowsi 
We, fpite of iame» her fate rnrers*d bdieve. 
Overlook her crimes, and think ihe ou^^t to Kve. 

Let joy fthite fair Rolamonda*s fl&ade. 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Didoes ghoft Ae roves. 
And hears and tells the ftory of their loves. 
Alike they mourn, alike they Ueis their fiue, 
Sincelove, which made them wretched, makes them great. 
Nor longer that rdentleis doom bemoan. 
Which gained a Virgil, and an Addilbn. 

Accept, great monarch ^ the Biitiih lays. 
The tribute foi^ »n humble fubjeft pays. 
So tries die aitlefs lark her early fli^t. 
And ibars, to hail die god of vede and light. 
UnrivalM as unmatched be ftill fSkj fame. 
And thy ofwn lainds Ihade diy envyM names 
Thy^name» the boaft of all the tuneful quine. 
Shall tremble on the (brings of every lyre } 
WhUethe^ ^th%th«Mi^t€oaipiaea) 

Fedsconr -omsriie, ^ 
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TO THE SAME, ON HIS TRAGEDY OP' 

CATC, 

TOO long hatb love engrofs^d Britannia*a ftage^ 
And funk to (bftnefs all our tragic njgs : 
By that alone did empires fall or rifr. 
And fate depended on a fair-one^s eyes : 
The fweet infe£kion» mixt with dangereiH art, 
DebasM our manhood, wfaUe it foeth*d the heart* 
Yott fcom to raiie a grief thyfelf xanSt blame. 
Nor from oar weaknefs fteal a vulgar fame & 
A patriot^ £U1 may juftly melt the muid. 
And tear»flow nobly, (hed for all mankind* 

How do our (buU with generous pleafure glow t 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o>rf)ow. 
When thy firm hero (lands beneath the weight 
Of all his fufFerings veneraWy great j 
Rome's poor remains ftill fheltecing by. hi» iide^ 
With conicious virtue and becoming pride t 

The aged oak thus rears his head in air. 
His fap exhaufted, and his branches bare ; 
*Midft ftorms and earthquakes, he maintains his Aate» 
Fixt deep in earth, and failenM by his weight ; 
I)is naked boughs ftlll lend the fliepberds aid* 
And his old trunk proje^b an awful (hade. 

Amidft the joys triumphant peace beftows, 
0«r patriots fadden at his glorious woes ; 
Awhile they let the world's great bufinefs wait^ 
Anxious for Rome, and figh for Cata's fater 

Is Here 
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Here taught how ancient heroes rofe to fame. 
Our Britons crowds and catch the,Ron)an flitme. 
Where ftates and fenates well might lend an ear. 
And kings and priefls without a biufli appear. 

France boafts no more, but, fearful to engage^* ' 
Now firft pays. homage to her rivaPs ftage, 
Hailes to learn thee, and learning ihall fubmit 
Alike to Britifh tfms, and Briti/h wit j 
No more file *11 wonder, forc'd to do us right, 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight. 

Thy Oxford fmiles this glorious woric to lee. 
And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee. 
The fenates, confuts, and the gbds of Rome,. 
Like old acquaintance at their native home. 
In thee we find ; each deed, each word expreft. 
And every thought that fweird a Roman breaft. 
We trace each hint that could thy foul infpire 
With Virgil's judgement, and with Lu<fan*s fire f 
We know thy worth, and, give us leave to boaft^ 
We moft admire, becaufe we know thee moft* 
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WHEN Bnwfwick firft appeared, each h«neft hearty 
Intent on verfe, difdain*d the rules of art i 
For him the fongfters, in unmeafurM odes, 
DebasM Alcides, and detliron'd the gods. 
In golden chains the kings of India led, 
Ojrr^nt the turban from the fultan^s head» 
"HRf Onet 
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OnCy in olcl rabies, and the pagan ftraihy 
With nymphs and tritons, wafts him o'er the main i 
Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms, 
And fills th* infernal region with alarma j 
A third awakes fome druid, to foretel 
Each future tiriumph, from his dreary celL 
Exploded fancies I that in vain deceive. 
While the mind naufeates what fhe can^t believe. 
My MUfe th' expefted hero fhall purfuc 
From clime to clime, and keep him ftill in view j 
His fhining' march deicribe in faithful lays. 
Content to paint him, nor prefume to praife ; 
Their charms, if charms they have, the truth fupplies> 
And from the theme unlabour'd beauties rile. 
By longing nations for the throne defign'd, 
And caird to guard the rights of human-kind j. 
With fecret grief his god-like foul repines. 
And Britain's crown with joylefs luftre (hines. 
While prayers and tears his deftin'd progrefs ftay. 
And crowds of mourners choke their fovereign's way* 
Not fo he marched, when hoftile fquadrons flood 
In fcenes of death, and firM his generous blood } 
When his hot courfer paw'd th' Hungarian plain. 
And adverfe legions ftood, the fliock in vain. 
His frontiers paft, the Belgian bounds he views^ 
And crofs the level fields his march purfues. 
Here pleas'd the land of fretdom to furvey. 
He greatly ffoms the thirft of boundlefs fway, 
0>r the thin foil, with filcnt joy,, he fpies 
Tranfplantcd woods, and borrow'd verdure rife ; 

I ^ ' Whest 
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Where every meadow won with toil and bloocf^ 
From haughty tyrants and the raging floody 
With fruit and flowers the easeful hind fupplies*. 
And clothes the marfhes in a rich difguife. 
Such wealth for fiiigal hands doth, heaven decree^. 
And fuch thy gifts, celeftial Liberty 1 

Through ftately towns, and many a ftrtile plain,, 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main. 
Whole nations croud around with joyful criea. 
And view the hero witli inCatiate eyes. 

In Haga's towers he waits> till eaftem gales 
Propitious rife to {well the Britifh fails* 
Hither the' fame of England^s monarch brings 
The vows and friendflups of the neighbouring kiags j. 
Mature in wifdom, his extenfive mind 
Takes in the blended interefts- of mankind^ 
The world*s great patriot. Calm thy anxious breaft^ 
Secure in him, O- Europe, take thy reft ; 
Henceforth thy kingdoms ihall remain coniinM 
By rocks or ftreams, the mounds whichiieaven defignM ^ 
The Alps their new-made monarch fliall reftrain. 
Nor (hall thy bilb, Pirene, rife in vain. 

But fee 1 to Britain^s ifle the fquadrons ftand,^ 
And leave the fmking towers, and leflening land. 
The royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain. 
Breaks through the billows, and divides the main» 
0>r the vaft deep, great monarch, dart thine ey^ft,^ 
A watery profpef^ bounded by the flcies : 
Ten thoufand veflels, from ten thoufaad fliores*. 
Bring |;um8 and gold, and either India's floret : 

Behold 
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Behold the tributes haftening to thy throne, , 
And fee the wide horizon all thy own. 

Still is it thine I though now the cHearfuI crew 
Hail Albion*s cliffs j juft whitening to the vie^. 
Before the wind with iwelling fails they ride» 
Till Thames^ receives them in his opening tide.. 
The monarch hears the thundering peals around;. 
From trembling woods and echoing hiiis rebound ^ 
Nor miffes yet, amid, the deafening train, 
The roarings of. the hoarfe-refounding main* 

As in the flood be fails, from either fide 
He views his kingdom in. its rural pride; 
A various fcene the wide-fpread landfkip yields^. 
O'er rich inclofures and luxuriant fields j 
A lowing herd each fertile pafhire. fills. 
And diftant flocks ftray.o>r a thoufand hills. 
Fair Greenwich bid in woods with new delight^ 
Shade above ihade, now rifes ta the fight : 
His woods ordained: to. vifit every fhore. 
And guard) the ifland which they gracM before*. 

The fun now rolling down thp weflem way», 
A blaze of fires^senews the &ding day-} 
UnnumberM barks* the regal barge enfold. 
Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold ^ 
Lefs thick the finny fhoals, a coantlefs fiy,. 
Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly. 
In one vafl ihout he feeks the crowded flrand>. 
And in a peal of thunder gains the land* 

Welcome, great fh-anger, to our longing eyea^ 
Oh<t king defir'd; adopted Albion, cries. 

For 
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For thee the Eaft breathM out a prolperous breeze^ 
Bright were the funs, and gently fwellM the feas* 
Thy prefence did each doubtful heart compofcy 
And fa6^ions wonderM that they once were foes. 
That ]oyf<j\ day they loft each hoftile name. 
The fame their afpeft, and their voice the fame. 

So two fair twins, whofe features were defign*it 
At one foft moment in the mother^s mind. 
Show each the other with reflected grace. 
And the fame beauties bloom in either face ; 
The puzzled ftrangcrs which is which enquire 5 
Delufion grateful to the fmiling fire. 

From that fair • hill, where hoary fag^s Koaft 
To name the ftars, and count the heairenly hoft. 
By the next dawn doth great Augufta rife. 
Proud town I the nobleft fcene beneath the (kies. 
O'er Thames her thoufand fpires their Itftre (hedi. 
And a vaft navy hides his ample bed, 
A floating foreft. From the diftant ftrand 
A line of golden carrs ftrikes o'er the land : 
Bnrannia's peers in pomp and rich array. 
Before their king, triumphant, lead the way. 
Far as the eye can reach, the gaudy train, 
A bright proceillon, ihines along the plain. 

So, haply, through the heaven's wide pathlefs ways 
A comet draws a long extended blaze ; 
From eaft to weft bums through the ethereal frame> 
And half heaven's convex glitters with the flame.- 

Now 

• MTr Flaroftead's houfc. 



THE ROYAl PROGRESS. i2j 

Now to the regal towers fecurcly brought, 
\c plans 'Britannia^s glori*s in hh thongUt | 
efumes the delegated power hQ,gave, 
ewards the faithful, and reftores the brave. 
Vhom ihall th^ Miife'from buttle fliirimg' tferong: 
sleft, to heighten and adorn her fong ? 
'hee, Halifax;^ To thy capacious mind, 
* man approved, is Britain's wealth coi)lign'd. 
[er coin, while Naflau fought, debas'd and rude,. 
y thee in beauty and in ti:uth renewM, 
in arduous work ! again thy charge we fee, 
ind thy own tare once more returns to thee. 
) ! fornf d in every fcene to awe and pleaie, 
4ix wit with pomp, and dignity with eaie : 
"hough caird to fhine aloft, thou wilt not fcorn 
Tofniile on^arts thyfelf did once adorn : 
'or this thy name fucceeding time (hall praifo^ 
\.nd envyvlefs thy garter, than thy bays. 

The Mufe, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams, 
^erhaps ikall aim at more exalted themes, 
Record our monarch In a nobler ftrain, 
ind fmg the opening wonders of his reign j 
bright Caiolina's heavenly beauties trace, 
ler valiant confort, and his blooming race. 
\ train of kings their fruitful love fupplies, 
\ glorious fcene to Albion's raviih'd eyes j. 
Nho fees by Brunfwick's haiid her fceptre fway'd> 
\nd through his line from age to age conveyed,. 

AN 
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AN IMITATION OF THE PROPHECY OP 
NEREUS. 

FROM HOaiu^I. BOOK III. ODE XXV* 

^ Dicam infigne^ reccasy adhuc 
** Indicium ore alio : non (ecus ia jugi» 

** Ex fomnis ftupet Euias 
' ** Hebrum profpiciens, & nhre candldam 

^ Thracen, ac pede barbavo 
** Laftratam Khodopen.^* HoR# 

AS Mar his round one momuig took, 
(Whom fome call earl^ and fome call tkike} 
And I>is new brethren of the blade. 
Shivering with fear and froft, fwrvey'd. 
On Pertk> bleak bills he chanced to fpy 
An aged wizard fix foot high. 
With }}rift]ed hair and vifage blighted, 
Wall-ey*d, bare-haanch'd, and fecond-fighteci* 

The grizly fage in thought profound 
Beheld the chief with back fo round, 
Then roll'd his eye-balls t» and fro 
0*er his paternal hills of (how. 
And into thefe tremendous fpeeches 
Broke forth the prophet without breeches 

Into what ills betrayed, by thee. 
This ancient kingdom do I fee ! 
Her realms un -peopled and forlorn 1 
Wae*t me I that ever thou wert born t 



PROPHECY OF NEREUS IMITATED, is^ 
Proud Engliih loons (our clans overcome) 
On Scottiih pads fhall amble home ; \ 
J fee them dreftin bonnets blue 
(The fpoiU of thy rebellious crew) j 
I fee the target caft away. 
And chequerM plaid become their prey. 
The cheqtier'd plaid to make a gown 
For many a lafs in London town. 

In vain thy hungry mountaineers 
Come forth in all thy warlike geers. 
The ibiekl^ the piftol, durk> and dagger. 
In which they daily wont to fwagger. 
And oft have fallyM out to pillage 
The hen-roofts of fome peacefuU village. 
Or, wlule their neighbours were afleep. 
Have carry'd off a low-land flieep) 

What boots thy high-bom hoft of beggars, 
Mac-leans, Mac-kenzies, and.Mac-gregors, 
With popiih cut-throats, perjured ruffians. 
And Forfter*s troop of raggamuffins ? 

In Tain thy lads around thee bandy. 
Inflamed with bag-pipe and with brandy. 
Doth not l>old Sutherland the trufty. 
With heart fo tnie, and voice fo rufty, 
{A loyal fool) thy troops affiright. 
While hoariely he demands the fight f 
Doft thou not generous Hay dxsead. 
The brav«ft hand, the wifeft head f 
Undaunted doft thou hear th* alarmt 
Of hoaqr Athol iheath*d in aims ? 

5 Oouglaiy 
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Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
•From Thanes and Peers of high renown, 
5^iery, and young, " and uncontrol'd, 
With knights, and fquires, and barons boId« 
(His noble houfhold-band) advances. 
And on the milk-white courfer prances« 
Thee Forfar to the combat dares, 
yGrown fwarthy in Iberian wai's : 
-And Monroe, kindled into rage, 
JSourly defies thee to engage j 
He'll rout thy foot, though ne'er fp many, 
.And horfe to boot — if thou hadft any. 

But fee Argyll, with watchful eyes, 
^odg'd in his deep entrenchments lies 1 
iCouchM like a lion in tfiy way, 
Jle waits to fpring upon his prey 5 
•While, like a herd of timorous dee^ 
Thy army ihakes and pants with fear, 
ied by their doughty general's (kill, 
From frith to frith, from hill to hill. 

Is thus thy haughty promife paid 
That to the Chevalier was made. 
When thou'didft oaths and duty barter. 
For dukedom, generallhip, and garter ? 
Three moons fl>y Jemmy fliall command. 
With Highland fceptre in his hand. 
Too good for his pretended birth, 
Then down fhall fall the king of Perth, 

'Ti« fo decreed : for George fliall reign. 
And traitors be forfwohi in vain. 



Heavef 
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Heaven fhall for ever on him fmile. 
And blefs him ftill with an Argyll. 
While thou, purfued by vengeful foes, 
CendemnM to barren rocks and fnows. 
And hindered pailing Inverlocky, 
Shall biuTj -thy clan, and curfe poor Jocky. 



AN EPISTLE 

FROM A LADY IN ENGLAND TO A 
GENTLEMAN AT AVIGNON. 

TO thee, dear Jover, and thy vanquiih'd friends. 
The health, Ihe wants, thy gentle Chloe fends* 
Though much you fuffer, think I fofFer more, 
Worfe than an exile on my native (hore. 
Companions in your mafter'^s flight you roani, 
Unenvy'd by your haughty foes at home j 
For ever near the royal outlaw* s fide 
You ihare his fortunes, and his hopes divide. 
On glorious, fchemes, and thoughts of empire dwell. 
And with imaginary titles fwell. 

-Say, 'for thou know'ft I own his facred line. 
The paflive.4o6lrine, and the right divine. 
Say, what new fuccours docs the chief prepare ? 
The ftrepgth of armies ? or the force of prayer ? 
Doep he from heaven or earth his hopes derive ? 
From faints departed, or from priefts alive ? 
Nor faints nor priefts can Bninfwick's troops withiland, 
Ajid beads drop ufelef$throyghthezealot*s hand; 

Heaven 
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Jieaven to our vows may future kingdoms owe, 
But Ikill and courage win the crowns below. 

Ere to thy caUfe, and thee, my heart inclin^c^ 
Or love to party had feduc'd my mind, 
In female joys I took a dull delight, 
:Slept all the morn, and punted half the night t 
--Sut now, with feavs and public cares pofleft^ 
The church, the church, for ever breaks my reft. 
The poftboy on my pillow I expUre, 
^nd (ift the news of every foreign ihore, 
'^Studious to find sew friendsi, and new allies; 
What armies march from Sweden in di%uire ; 
!How Spain prepares her banners to unfold. 
And Rome deak out her blefllngs, and her gold 4 
"Theno^r the map my finger, .taught to (bay, 
*4?rofs many a region marks the winding way j 
2i'rom fea to (ea, from realm to realm I .rove. 
And grow a meer geographer by love : 
But ftill Avignon, and the pleafing coaft 
7hat holds thee banifii'd, claime my care the moft^ 
Oft on the well-known fpot I fix my eyes. 
And (pan the diftance that between us lies. 

Let not our James, though foil'd In amis, defpair, 
Whilft on his fide he reckons half the fair t 
In Britain^t lovely ifle a fiiining thnuig 
War in hit caufe, a thoufand beauttes ftrong. 
^h* unthinking «vi£lors vainly boaft their powers } 
Be theirs the miiiket, while the tongue it onrtk 
We reafon with Xuch fluency and fire^ 
The beaux we baffle* and the learned tat^ 

Agtiaft 
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Againft her prelates plead the church's caufe. 

And from our judg^is. vindicate the laws. 

Then mourn not,^ hajjlers prince, thy kingdoms loft | ♦ 

A crown, though Jate, .thjr facred brows may boaft ^ . 

Heaven Teems through us thy em;pire to decree j 

Thofe who win hearts^ have given their hearts to thee- 
Haft thou not heard, that when, profufely gay. 

Our well-drcft riv^s^giacfd their fovereign's day. 
We ftubhorn damfels m^ the public view 
In lothfome wormwood, and repenting rue ? 
What Whig but trembled, when our fpotlefs band 
In virgin rofes whiten'd half tlie land ! 
Who can forget what fears the foe poifeft, 
When oaken-boughs marked every loyal breaft I 
Lefs fcarM than Modway's ftream the Norman ilood> 
When crofs the plain he fpy'd a marching wood. 
Till, near at hand, a gleam of fwords betray*d 
The youth of Kent beneath its wandering fliade ? 

Thofe who the fuccours of the fair defpife, 
VTay find that we have nails as well as eyes, 
rhy female bards, O prince by fortune croft, 
^t leaft more courage than thy men can boaft t 
)ur fex has dar'd the miig-houfe chiefs to meet, 
V.nd purchased fame in many a well -fought ftreet. 
Vom Drury-Lane, the region of renown, 
^he land of love, the Paphos of the town, 
air patriots fkllying oft have put to flight 
Vith all their poles the guardians of the nigh^:, 
.nd bore, with fcreams of triumph, to their fide 
'he leader's ftaifin'atl its psdnted pride, 

K Nor 
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Nor fears the hawker in her warbling note 
To vend the difcontented ftatefman's thought^ 
Though red with ftripes, and recent from the thongs 
Sore finitten for the love of facred fong^ 
The tuneful fillers ftill purfue their trade^ 
Like Philomela darkh'ng in the ihade. 
Poor Trolt attends, forgetful of a fare. 
And httro« in concert o^er his eafy chair. 

Meanwhile, regardlefs of the uoyal caufe. 
His fword for James no i)rother fovereign draws. 
The Pope himfelf, furiounded with alarms. 
To France *his buHs, to Corfu fends his arms. 
And though he hears his darling fon*s complaint. 
Can hardly fparc one tutelary faint. 
But lifts them all to guard bis own abodes. 
And into ready money coins his gods. 
The daunflefs -Swede, purfuedby vengeful foes. 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary ftigws j 
Nor muft the friendly roof of kind Lorrain 
With feafts regale our gartered youth again. 
Safe, Bar-le-Duc, within ihy filent grove 
Thepheafent now may perclif the hare may roves 
The knight, who, aims unerring from afar, 
Th' adventurous knight, now quits the fylvan war i 
Thy bnnded boars may fl umber undifmayM^ 
Or grunt fecure beneath .the chefmit (hade. 
Jnconftant Orleans (ftiil we mourn the day 
That tnifted Orleans with imperial fway,) 
Par o'er the Alps our helplefs monarch fends, 
^V from the call of his defponding fri^nd^* 

> ;£ttdl 
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Such are the terms, to gain Britannia^s grace ! 
And fuch the terrors of the Brunfwick race ! 

Was it for this the ibn*s whole luftre failVl, 
A.nd fudden midnight o'er the moon prevail^ ! 
For this did heaven diiplay to mortal eye* 
Serial knights and combats in tlic ikies j 
^as it for this Northumbrian flreams looked red! 
'Ind Thames driv'n backward Ihow'd his fecret hci I 
•'alfe auguries ! th' infuUing vidlor's icom I 
Dv'n our .own prodigies againft us turn ! 
) portents conftrued on our fide in vain I 
.et never Tory truft edipfc agaia I 
luQ clear« ye fountains' be atpeace» ye &ies 1 
kttd, Thames, henceforth to thy green borders rife! 

To Rome then muft the royal wandei er go, 
.nd fall a fuppliant at the papal toe ? 
is life in floth inglorious muft he wear, 
nc half iniuxury, and one in .prayer i 
is mind^perhaps at length debauched with eafe, 
he proffered purple and the hat may pleafe. 
lall he, whole ancient patriarchal race 
3 mighty Nimrod in one line we trace, 

folemn conclave fit, devoid .of thought, 
id poll for points of faith his trufty vote ! 

fumraon'd to his ftall in time of need, 
id with his cafting fufFrage fix a creed ! 
all he in robes on dated days appear, 
id Engliih heretics curfe once a year I 
met and Faux ihall he with prayers invoke*, 
d beg that Smithficld piles once more may fmoke I 
K z Forbid 
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Forbid it, heaven ! my foul, to fury wrought. 
Turns almo* Hanoverian at the thought. 

From James and Rome I feel itty htart decline. 
And fear, O Bruiifwicfcj •*tSjwl!'be wholly thine ^ 
Yet ftill his Aare thy riVal will contcft, 
And ftill the double claim divides my brcaft. 
The fate of James with pitying eyes T view. 
And wifh my homage were not BnmiWick*s due s 
To James my paifton and my weaknefs guide. 
But reafon fways me to the wtftor's fide. 
Though griev'd I fpeak it, let the truth appear f 
You know my language, and my heart, fincere. 
In vain did falfehood his fair frame dlfgi-ace j 
What force had falfehood, when he fliow'd hi% face! 
In vain to war our boaftful clans were led ; 
Heaps driv'n on heaps, in the dire (hock they fled s 
France Ihuns his wjath,nor raifes to our ihamc 
A fecond Dunkirk in another name : 
In Britain's funds their wealth all Europe throws. 
And up the Thames the world's abundance flows t 
Spite of feign'd fears and artificial cries. 
The pious town fees fifty churches rife : 
The hem. triumphs as his worth is known. 
And fits mors firmly on his fliaken throne. 

To my fad thought no beam of hope appears 
Through the long profpeft of fucceeding years. 
The fon, afpiring to his father's fame. 
Shows all his fire : another and the fame. 
He, bleft in lovely Carolina's arms, 
To future ages propagates her charms t 

vrM 
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With pain and joy at ftrife, I often trace 
The mingled parents in each daughter's face 5 
Half fickening at the fight, too well I fpy 
The father's Ijpirit through the mother's eye t 
In yain new thoughts of rage I entertain. 
And ftnve to hate their innocence in vain« 

O princefs ! hs^ppy by thy foes confeft ! 
Bleft in thy huiband ! in thy children bleft ! 
As they from thee^ fjrom them new beauties born^^ 
While Europe lafts, ihall Europe's thrones adorn^ 
Tranfplanted to each court, in times to come. 
Thy fmile celeftial and unfading bloom. 
Great Auftria's fons with fofter lines ftiall grace. 
And fmootih 4lhe frowns of Bourbon's haughty race. 
The fair defcendants of tliy facred bed, . 
Wide-branching o'er the weflern world (hall fpread. 
Like the fam'd Banian tree, whofe pliant (hoot 
To earthward bending of itfelf takes root. 
Till, like their mother plant, ten thoufand fiand 
In verdant arches on the fertile land ; 
Beneath her /hade 'the tawny Indians rove. 
Or hunt, at large, through the wide echoing grove.- 

O thou, to whom thefe mournful lines I fend> 
My promis'd hulband, and my deareft friend j 
Since heaven appoints this favour'd race to reign. 
And blood has drench'd the Scottifh ^elds in vain y 
Muft I be wretched, and thy flight partake ? 
Or wilt not thou, for thy lov'd Chloe's fake, 
Tir'd out at length, fuhmit to fitters decree ? 
If not to Brunfwick, O return to me! 

K 3. Proftrat? 
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Frofb^te before the vigor's mercy bend : 
What fpares whole thoufands, may to thee extend. 
Should bKnded friends thy doubtful condti£t blame,. 
Creat Bninfwick^s virtues ftrall fecure thy fame: 
Say thefe invite thee to approach his throne. 
And own the monarch, heaven vouchfafes to own ; 
The worldj convincM, thy reafons will approve i 
Say this to them f but fwear to me "twas love. 



AN O D E, 

OCCASIONED BY HIS EXCELLENCY TRE BARL^OF 
STANHOPE'S VOYAGE TO FRANCE, 171S. 

" Idem I 

" JE^cis eras mediufque belli/' HoR* | 

I. 

FAIR daughter once of Windfor's woods I 
Ip fafcty ©"'er the rolling floods;, 
Britannia^s boaft and darling care. 
Big with the fate of Europe, bear. 
May winds propitious on his way 
The minifter of peace conveys 
-Nor rebel wave, nor rifing ftorm, 
y <7reat George's liquid realms deform. 

XI. 

Cur vows are fieanl. Tfay crowded iaiU 
Ali-«ady fwell wkh we^rn gaits | 

Alztadr 
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Already AItrion*s coaft retirei. 
And Calais multiplies her fpires^ 
At length has royal Orleans preft. 
With open arms^ the well-known gueft | 
Before iii facred friendfhip joinM, 
And now in coiinfels fok* mankind i 

IIL 
Whilft his dear fchemes our patriot Ihows^ 
And plans the threaten^ world^s repofe^ 
They £x each haughty monarches doom. 
And blefs ^hole ages yet to <:ome. 
Henceforth great Bruniwick ihall decree 
WJiat flag muft awe the Tyrrhene Tea ; 
From whom the Tufcan grape fiiall glow^ 
And fruitful Arethufa flow. 

IV. 

Sec in firm kag«es with Thartics comhin* 
TheSeine^ thcMaefe, and diftant Rhine i 
Not, Ebro, let thy flngle rage 
With Jialf the warring world engage. 
Ob ( call to mind thy thoufands flain. 
And Almanara^s fatal plain; 
While yet the Gallic terrors flecp^ 
Kor Britain thunders from the deef4 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE UNIVERSITT OF OXFORD> 17x3- 

WHAT kings henceforth Oiall reign, what fiatcs 
be free, 
Is fixM at length by Anna'^s Juft decree : 
Whofe brows the Mufe's facred wreath Ihall fit. 
Is left to you the arbiters ot wit. 
With beating heaits the rival poets wait. 
Till you, Athenians, fliail d«<;ide iheir fate 5 
Secure, when to thefe leained feats they comc^ 
Of equal judgment, and impartial doom. 

Poor is the player's fame, whofe whole renown 
Is but the praife of a capricious town i 
While, with mock-maje%, and fancy*d power. 
He ftruts in robes, the monarch of an hour. 
Oft wide of nature muft he aft a pact. 
Make love in tropes, in bombafl break his heart : 
In turn and fimile refign his breath, 
And rhyme and quibble in the pangs of death. 
We bluih, when plays like thefe receive applaufr j 
And laugh, in fecret, at the tears we cauie j 
With honeft fcorn our own fuccefs difdain, 
A worthlefs honour, and inglorious gain. 

No trifling fcenes at Oxford ihall appear $ 
W^U, what we blufti to aft, may you to hear. 
To you our fam'd, our flandard plays we bring. 
The work of poets, whom you taught to fmg : 
Though crown'd with fame, they dare not think it dnc, 
Nor take the laurel till beflow'd by you. 

Great 



PROLOGUE, 137 

Great Cato's felf the glory of the ftage, 

Who channsy corre^ls^ exalts^ and fires the agCj 

Begs here he may be try'd by Koman laws j 

To you, O fathers, he fubmits his caufe j 

He refts not in the people's general voice. 

Till you, the fenate,. have confirmM his choice. 

Fine is t;he fecret, delicate the ajt, 
To wind the pallions, and command the heart ^ 
For fancy "d ills to force our tears to flow. 
And make the generous fou) in love winh woe j ^ 
To raife the (hades of heroes to our view ; 
Rebuild falPn empires, and old time renew. 
How hard the taflc I how rare the godKke rage t 
None (hould preTume to dictate for the Stage, 
But fuch as boaft a great extenfive mind, 
EnrichM by Nature, .and by Art refinM 5 
Who from the ancient ftores their knowledge bring. 
And tailed early of the Mufes' fpring. 
May none pretend upon her throne to fit. 
But fuch as, fpruBg ftom you, are born to wit ; 
Chofcn by the mob, their lawlefs claim we flight ; 
Yours is the old hereditary right. 
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THOyGHTS OCCASIONED BY THE SICiHT 
OF AN ORIGINAL PICTURE OF KING 
CHARLES I. 

TAKEN AT THE' TIM* OF HIS TRIAL. ^ 

INSCRIBED TO GEORGE CtARKE, Es<^ 

« .1 Animnm pi^lthra paftit inani 

** Multa^emens^ largoqve hame6iat fltunme vttltum." 

ViRG". 

CAN this be be 1 could diaries, the good, the gicaV 
' Be Aiiik by heaven to fucfa a dUhoal ftate i 
How meagre, pale^ negle^ed, worn with case ! 
What fteady fadnefs, and augnft defpair ! 
in thofe funk eyes the giief of years I trace^ 
And (bfrow feems acquainted with that face. 
Tears, which his heart difdainM, from me o^afAow, 
Thus to furvey God's fubftitute below. 
In folemn anguifh, and majeftic woe« 

When fpoiPd of empire by unhallow*id hands, 
Sold by his flaves, and held in impious bands $ 
Rent from, what oft had fweeten'd anxious life^ 
His helpleis children, and his boibm wife ; 
Doomed for the faith, plebeian rage to ftand^ 
And fall a vi^im for the guilty land ; 
"Then thus was feen, abandon'^] and IbrJorri^ 
The king, the father, and the iaint to mourn«<Mf 
How could*ft thou, artift, then thy ik^l di^lay f 
Thy fteady hands thj favagt heaxt betray s 

Nor 
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Near thy bold work the ftunnM fpe^lators faints 
Nor fee unmov'd, what thou unmoved eould^ft paiiit. 
What brings to mind each various fceno of woe^ 
Th' infultiug judge, the fbkAin-mocking ihow^ 
The horrid fentence, and accurfed blow. 

Where thra, juft heaven, was thy unaAive hfmd> 
Thy idle thunder, and thy Uf^gering brands 
Thy adamantine (hield, thy an^l wingSy 
And the great Genii of anointed kings I 
Treafon and fraud ihall thus the ftars regard t 
And injured virtue meet this fad reward I 
So fad,, none like, can- Time's old records tell^ 
Though Pompey bled, and poor ]>arius fell. 
All names but one too low— that one too high :■ 
All parallels are wrongs, or blafphemy, 

O power fupreme ! How fecret are thy ways t 
Yet man^ vain man, would trace the my die mazr^ 
With fooliih wifdom> arguing, charge his God, 
His balance hold, and giiide bis angry rod ^ 
New-mould the fpheres, and mend the fky^s de&gn^ 
And found th' immenfe with his fhort fcanty line* 
JDo thou, my foul, the deftin'd period wait, 
WJien God fhall folve the dark decrees of fate. 
His now unequal difpenfations clear^ 
And make all wife and beautiful appear; 
When fufFcring faints aloft in beams fliall glow. 
And profperous traitors gnaih their teeth below. 

Such boding thoughts did guilty confcience dart, 
A pledge of hell to dying Cnomweirs hearts 
Then this pale image feemM t* invade his room, 
<r9£\d him to ftoncj and warn'd him to the tomb, 

Wbib 
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While tluuMieia roJl, «nd nimble lightnings play, 
A^d the ftonn wing« his fpotted jfbul away. 

A bl^ft more bAunteous ne'er did heaven command^ 
T« fcatttr bkffings oVr the Bribfli land. 
N^t that more kind, which dafli'd die |>ride of Spala, 
And whirled fa«r cruih'd Armada roimd the main ; 
Not thofe nytfe kiiid» which guide our floating towers^- 
Waft gums and gold, and made far India ours : 
That only kinder, which to Britain's &ore 
Did mitres, crowns, and Stuart's race reftore. 
Renewed the church, uevers'd the kingdom's doorn^ 
And brought with Chari« an Anna yet to come* 

O Clarke, to whom a Stuart trufts her reign 
O'er Albion's fleets, and delegates the main ; 
Dear, as the faith thy loyal heart hath fwom» 'J 

Tranfrait this piece to ages yet unborn. 
This fight (ball damp the raging ruffian's brcaft,. 
The poifon fpiJl, and half -drawn fwojod arret $ 
To foft compailion ftubbom traitors be^. 
And, one deHroy'd, a tjboufaod kings dsfieiid. 



A FRAGMENT OF A POEM ON HUNTING* 

" Dona cano divum, laetas venantibus artest 

** Aufpicio, Diana, tuo— ^ G&ativs» 

HORSES and homids, their care, their various r)ace> 
The numepous beafls, that range die rural chac.e» 
The huntfman's ckofen fcenes, his friendly ftars^ 
The laws aad glory of the fylvan wars, 

5 i firft 
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I firft in Britifti verfe prefum« tocatffrj 
A venturous rival of the Romaa pr3i|<i« . 
•Let me, chaik Q^een of WoocU, id^y «^d obtM^ 
Bring here thy light-foot nyn:^ph8^ afid ^rightly train j 
If oft, o*er lawns, thy care prevents the dAy 
To roufe thd foe, and prefs the boundii^g' pr«iyv 
Woo thine own Phoebus in the taik to )oin„, 
And grant me genius for the bold deiign. 
In this foft fhade, O footh the warrior's firey 
And fit his bow-ftring to the trembling lyr<{ 
And teach, while thus their arts and arms w« /in^ 
The groves to echo> and the vales to ting. 

Thy care be firft the various gifts to trace. 
The minds and genius of the latrint race. 
In powers diftinft the difFbrent clan's excel. 
In fight, or fwiftnefs, or fagjfcious fmell j 
By wiles ungenerous fome furprize the prey. 
And fome by courage win the doubtful day. 
Secft thou the gaze-hound ! how with glance fevere 
From the clofe herd he marks the deftin'd deer I 
How every nerve the greyhound's ftretch difplays. 
The hare preventing in her airy maze j 
The lucklefs prey how treacherous tumblers gain. 
And dauntlefs wolf-dogs fhake the lion^s mane ; 
O'er all, the blood-hound bdafts fuperior (kill. 
To fcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill ! 
Jiis fellows' vain alarms rejefts with fcorn, 
True to the maker's voice, ftnd learned iiorn« 

Hi« 
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His noftrils oft, if ancient fame iing true. 
Trace the fly felon through the tainted dew^ 
Once 6mff% he fallows with nnalterM aini> 
Nor .odours lare him from the chofen game ; 
Deep-mouthM he thunders, and >inflam'd he views. 
Springs on relentlefs, and to death purfues. 

Some hounds of manners tile (nor lefs we find 
Of fops in hounds, than in the reaibning kind} 
PuiF'd with concdt run gladding o^r the plain^ 
.>And from the fcent divert the wiftr train $ 
For Che- foe's footfteps fondly fnuff their own, 
JVnd mar the mufic with their .fcnfdcfsjone ^ 
Stait at the ftarting j>rey, or niftling wind. 
And, hot at firft, inglorious lag behind* 
.A fauntering tribe ! may fuch my foes di/grace f 
Give me, ye gods, jto breed the nobler race. 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while truths unknowa 
J fing, and make Athenian airts our own. 

Doft thou in hounds afpire to deathlefs fame ? 
.Learn well their lineage and their ancient itenu 
Each tribe with joy old ruftic heralds trace^ 
.And fing the- chofen worthies of their race^ 
How his fire's features in the fon wcre.ipy'd, 
'When Die was made the vigorous Ringwood's bridd. 
Lefs fure thick iips the fate of Auftria doom, 
-Or eagTe nofes rul'd almighty Rome. 

Good fh^pe to various kinds old bards confine. 
Some praife the Greek, and fome the Ronian line^ 
And dogs to beauty make as differing claims^ 
As Albion-s nymphs, and IndiaV; jetty dame.s. 

Immeofe 
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finmenj*e.to name their lands, to m^rk their boujKky 
And paint the thouiand families of hounds : 
Pirft count t^e/ands, the drops where oceans flow, 
Or Gauls by Madborov^k fent to ihades below. 
The tafk be mine, to teach Britannia^s A^aifis, 
.My m^ch-lov'd country, asnd my native plains; 

Sucb be the dog, I^ch^ge, thou mean*ft to train, 
His^back-is cro<4^ed, 'and.his'belly plain, 
Of fillet ftretch'd» and huge xxE haunch behind, 
A tapering tail, tjbat nimbly cuts the wind 5 
Tn|(s-tlygh'd, itr^iight-hanai'd, and fox-like form'd h> ^ 

paw, 
JLarge-leg'd, dry.ToW, .a»d «f protended daw. 
His flat, wide noilrUft fiauiF the favory fteam. 
And from h^s ey,es he ihoots pernicious gleam | 
Middling his head, and .prone to earth his view^ 
With ears an4 cheft that daih the mornkig dew i 
^He beft to^ilem the .flood, . to leap the bound, 
.And charm the Dryads with iiis.yoice profound | 
To pay large tribute to his. weary lord. 
And crown the fylvan hero's plenteous boai^. 

The matron bitch whofe womb fliall beft produce 
The hopes and. fortune of th' illuftrious houfe, 
Deriv'd from noble, but from foreign feed. 
For various nature loath* inceftuous breed. 
Is J ike the fire throughout. Nor yet difpleafe 
l.arge flanks, and ribs, to give the teemer eafe. 

In Spring let lop/e. thy pairs. Then all things prove 
The flings of pleafure, and the pangs of love : 
Ethereal Jove then glads, with genial fliowers, 
Earth> mighty womb, and ftrcws her lap with iowers. 

H^ncf 
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Hence ymen mount, and bucll»'» embokieii*d« try 

More kindly farecaes, said a fbfter Iky t 

Kind Venus revels. Hark ! oti every bougb^ 

In lulling Ih-ains the feathered warbkrs woq. 

Fell tigers foften in th* infe6HoQS' flames. 

And lioBs^ fawning^ court their krioded dam«$ ? 

Great L«ve |kfrvades the deq> $ to pletie his iti&ts, 

The whale, in.gai^Q2»> moves his iHotiftrDUs weight, 

Heav'd by his waywaitl mirth ^d Ocean roars, 

.Andfcatter'd navies bolgt on diftnAt (hores. 

AH Nature fmikt ; cook now, nor fear, any love, 
To tafte the odours of the woodbine grove. 
To pafs the evtn(ng glooms in^hainnlefs play. 
And, fweetly f^^eanng, IsnguiA- life away. 
An altar, bound ^ith recent flowers, I rear 
To thee, beft feaibn of the yarious year j 
AH hail I fach days in beauteous order ran, 
:.So fwift, fo fweet, when firft the world began^ 
Jn Eden's bowers, when man's gnat (Ife affignM 
The names and nlitures of the brutal kind. 
Then lamb and lion friendly walkM their round. 
And hares, undaunted, lick'd the fondling hound ^ 
Wondrous to tell 1 but when, with luckleis Imnd, 
Our daring mother broke the fole oooimand. 
Then want and envy brought their meagre train. 
Then wrath came down, and death had leave to reign : 
Hence foxes earthed, and wolves ahhar'd the day. 
And hungry churls enfnar'd the nightly prey i 
Rude arts at .firf( ; but witty want reflnM 
Thehuntikutti*« wiles, and famine fonnM the mind. 

Bold 
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"Bold Nimrod firflr the lion's trophies wore. 
The panther bound, and lancM the briftling /boar; 
tie taught- to turn the hare^ to bay thedeer, 
A.nd wheel the courfer in his mid career : 
/Vh I had he there r^ftrMffd his tjnrant hand t 
Let me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demands. 
No pomps I alk, which crowns and fceptres yields 
Nor dangerous kiirels in the dufty iield ; 
Fail by the foreft, and the limpid fpring. 
Give me the warfare of the woods to fing^ 
To breed mywhelps, and healthful preft the gantt, 
A mean, inglorious, but a guiltlefs name. 

And now thy female bears in ample womb 
The bane of hai*es, and triumphs yet to come. 
No fport, I ween, nor blaft of fprightly horn, 
Should tempt me then to hurtthe whelps unborn. 
Unlocked, in covers let her freely run, 
1 o range thy courts, and bask before the fun 5 
Near thy full table let the favourite ftand, 
Stroked by tliy foil's, or blooming daughter's hand. 
Caref^, indulge, by arts the matron bribe, 
T' improve her bi-ced, and teem a vigorous tribe. 

So, if fmali things may be compor'dwith gjreat. 
And Nature's works the Mufe's imitate, 
fco, ftretchM in fliades, and lulPd by murmuring 

ft reams, 
GreatMaro'sbreaft received the heavenly dreams. 
K.eclu&, ferene, the mufing prophet lay, 
Till thoughts 4n embryo, ripocixig^ burft thtlr way. 

h Hcfjre 
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Hcnce bees in ftate, and foaming courfers come^ 
Heroes, and gods, and walls of lofty Rome. 



TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 

FROM MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 
I. 

IAM^ cry'd Apolloj when Daphne he wooM, 
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfued. 
When his wifdom, in manner moft ample, cxpreft 
The long lift' of the graces his godfhip poffcft : 

IL 
I'm the god of fweet fong, and infpirer of lays ; 
Nor for lays, nor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays ; 
rm the god of the harp^-ftop my faireft-m vain j 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again. 

III. 
XveiT plant, every flower, and their virtues I know, 
God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below : 
At the dreadful word phyfic, the nymph fled more faft j 
At the fatal word phyfic flie doubled her haftc. 

IV, 
Thou fond god of wifdom, then, alter thy phrafc, 
Bid her. view the young bloom, and thy raviftiing rays. 
Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 
Aiid> my life for 't, the damfel wUl fly tothy arms. 
S: > THE 
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MUCH had I heard of fair Francelk's name^ 
The lavifli praifes of the babler, Fame : 
I thought them fuch, and went preparM to pry» 
And trace the charmer, with a critic's eye, 
Refolv'd to find Tome fault, before unfpy'd. 
And difappointed, if but fatisfy'd. 

Love pierc'd the vaflal heart, that durft rebel. 
And, where a judge was meant, a viftim fell ; 
On thofe dear eyes, with fweet perdition gay, 
I gazM, at once, roy pride and foul away j 
All o'er I felt the lufcious poifon run. 
And, in a look, the hafty conqueft won» 

Thus the fond moth around the taper pJays, 
And fports and flutters near the treacherous blaze % 
RavifliM with joy, he wings his eager flight. 
Nor dreftms of ruin in fo clear a light ; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright deftruclion, and a fhining tomb. 



TO A L A D Y J 
WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX. 

LAVISH of wit, and bold, appear the lines, 
Where Claud ian's genius in the Phoenix ihines j 
A thoufand ways each brilliant point is turnM, 
And the gay poem, like its theme, adom*d : 
A tale more ftrange iie>r gracM the poef 8 art. 
Nor e'er did fidUon play fo wild a part, 

L ft Each 
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Each fabled charm in matchlefs Caelia meeta^ 
trhe heavenly colours, and ambrofial fweets i 
^er virgin bofom chafter &^s fuppUes, 
And beams more piercing guard berjcindred eyes» 
Overflowing wit th' imagined wonder drevy^ 
JBut fertile fancy ne^er can reach the ti-ue. 

Now buds your jouth,y ou r checks their bloom difcloif > 
Th* untainted lily, and unfolding jx>re { 
£afe in yoi|r miei)» and fweetnefs in your face, 
You fpeak a Syren, and you move a Gmcc.} 
Kor time (hall urge thefe beauties to decay, 
^(Vhile virtue gives, what years /hall &eal away : 
The fair, whofe youth can boall the worth of agf». 
In age Ihall with the charms of yooth engage j 
In every change ftill lovely, ftill the famc^ 
A. fairer Phoenijc in a puier flame. 



A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX j 

FROM CLAUDIAN, 

IN utnit>ft ocean lies a lovely ifl?. 
Where fpring fliU4>Iooms, and greens for cveriaDii^ 
"Which fees the fun put on his firft array. 
And hears his panting fteeds bring qn the day ; 
When, from the deep, they rufti w^h rapid force* 
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious courlej 
When iirft appear the ruddy Hreaks of light. 
And glimmering beams .difpei the parting nigitt* 

In thefe foft ihades, unpreft by hvman fetty 
!Xh€ happy .Phfienix keeps his balmy feat;. 
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^ar fidm the world disjoined ; he reigns alone. 
Alike the empire, and its king unknown, 
A god-litcc l)ird ! wliofe -endlefs round ef years 
Out-lafts tTie ftarsj and tiies the circling iphere*^ 
Not usM like vulgar birds to eat his fill. 
Or drink the cryftal of the murmuring rill 5 
Sut fed with warmth from Titan's purer ray^ 
And flak'd by ftreams which eaftern fcas convey j 
Still he renews his Vdk in thele abodes. 
Contemns the power of fate, and mates the goda^ 
His Hery eyes /hoot fortH a glittering ray. 
And round his head tea tboufand glories play ^ 
High on his creft, a ftar celeftial bright 
Divides the ^arkneie with its piercing light ; 
His legs are ftain'd with purple's lively dye. 
His azure wings the fleeting winds out-fly; 
Soft plutnes of cheerful bltm his iimbs infold^ 
£nrichM with fpaogles, and bedrept with goldw 

Begot by none hioifelf, begetting none, 
^ire of himfelf he is,^ and of himiclf the fon i 
His lif« in fruitful death renews his dare, 
And kind defb\i6lion bm prolongs his fate : 
Kv'n in tb« grave new ftrength his limbs receive^ 
And on the funeral pile begin to live. 
,Far when » thoufand times the fummer fuo 
His bencting racb has on the zodiac nin,- 
A^nd when at oft the vernal figns have roll'dr 
As oft the wintery brought tlie n^mbnig cold^ 
CThen drops the bird, worn out with aged cares^ 
J^jui he^ds beneath the mighty load of years.. 

Li U 
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So falls the ftatcly pine, that proudly gjrew. 
The Oiade and glory of the mountain's brow. 
When picrc"*d by blalls, and fpouting clouds o*cr-fprcii 
It, flowly finking, nods its tottering head. 
Part dies by winds, and part by fickly rains. 
And wafting age deftroys the poor remains. 

Then, as the filver emprefs of the night, 
O>r«clouded, glimmers in a fainter light. 
So, froz'n with age, and (hut from light's Aipplies, 
In lazy rounds fcarce roll his feeble eyes. 
And thofe fleet wings, for ftrength and fpeed renown'i) 
Scarce rear th' inaftive lumber from the ground. 

Myftcrious arts a fecond time create 
The bird, prophetic of approaching fate. 
Pird on a heap Sabaean herbs he lays, 
Parch'd by his fire the fun's intenfeft rays 5 
The pile dcfign'd to form his funeral fcene 
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green. 
And bid-s his fpicy heap at once become 
A grave deftrudiv*, and a teeming womb. 

On the rich bed the dying woftder lies. 
Imploring Phoebus with pcrfuafive cries. 
To dart upon him in colle6led rays, 
And -new-create him in a deadly blaze. 

The god beholds the fuppliant from afai-. 
And ftops the progrefs of his heavenly carr. 
•** O thou, fays he, whom harmlefs fires (hall bum, 1 
" Thy age the flame to fecond youth fliall turn, > 
«< An infant s cradle is thy funeral urn. ) 

** Thou, on whom heaven has fix*d th' ambiguous doc3 
«« To live by ruin, and by death to bloom. 
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^' Thy life, thy ftrength, thy lovely form renew, 
■" And with frefli beauties doubly charm the view.** 

Thus fpeaking, 'midft the aromatic bed 
A golden beam he tofles from his head | 
Swift as defire, the ihining ruin flies. 
And ilraight devours the willing facrifice. 
Who haftes to pcrifli in the fertile fii-e. 
Sink into ftrength, and into life expire. 

Ifx jflames the circling odours mount on hight 
Perfume the air, and glitter in the flcy. 
The moon and ftars, amaz'd, retard their flight. 
And nature ftartles at the doubtfulTigbt ; ' 

For,Jwhillt the pregnant urn with fury glows. 
The goddefs labours with a mother's throes. 
Yet joys to cherifli, in the friendly flames. 
The nobleft produa of the fkill flie claims. 

Th' enlivening duft its head begins to rear. 
And on the afties fprouting pltimes appear j 
In the -dead bird reviving vigour reigns. 
And life leturning revels in his veins : 
A new-bom Phoenix ftarting from the flame. 
Obtains at once axon's, and father's name; 
And the great change of double life difplays. 
In the fliort moment of one traniknt blaze. 

On hk new pinions to the Nile he bends. 
And to the gods his parent urn commends. 
To Egypt bearing, with majeftic pride. 
The balmy ncft, where firft he liv'd and dy^'d. 
Birds of all kinds admire th' unufual fight, 
And grace the triumph of his infant fliglu ^ 
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Jn crowds unnumberM round their chief they ty^ 
" Opprefs the air, and cloud the fpaclotts iky ^ 
Nor dares the fkrcell of the wingpd race 
Obftru^l his journey through th' aetheresi ^ace $« 
The hawk and eagle uielefs wars forbear. 
Forego their courage, and coni^nt to £mm* 3 
The feathered nations Jiumblo honrage bsu^« 
And blefs the gaudy £ight of their ambrofial idag. 

Lefs glittering pon:ip does Partbia^s ni9aar«h yscid> 
Commanding legions to the dufiy field ^ 
TlKMigh fparj&ling jewels on bis helm aboiwiit. 
And royal gold his awful bead furroiuid ; - 
Though rich embroidery paint his ^uiple vefb» 
And his fteed bound in colUy trap|)ii\gs dreft^ 
Pleas it in the battle*<s dreadful v«n to ride. 
In graceful grandeur, and unpenai pride. 

FamM for the w<)rihip of the fiui, ihepe ftaads 
A facred fane in Egypt^s fruitful lands. 
Hewn from the Thebaa mountain's rocky womb 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ; 
Hither, *tis faid, he brings the precious load^ 
A grateful offering to the beamy god ; 
Upon whofe altar^s confecrated blaze 
The feeds and relicks of himfelf he lays. 
Whence flaming incenie makes the temple filing 
And the glad altars breathe perfumes divine. 
The wafted fmeli to far Pekfrnm flies. 
To chear old ocean, and enrich the flues, 
With ne£lar^ fweets to make the nations fmile. 
And fcent the {even-fold channels 4sf the Kile* 

• TM» 
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Thrice fiappy Phoenix ! heaven^s peculiar ca» 
Hai made thyicFf ihyfelf's furviviii|: heir j 
By «kath thy deftthlefs vigour is i\ipply*d» 
Which finks to rain all the world befide ; 
Thy age, not thee, afliHittg Phoebus burns. 
And vital flamtn light up thy fonerdl ufn%. 
Whatever events bawt Wn, thy^«yes AiiYey^ 
And thou art fixt, while ages roil amay $ 
Thou faw^ft whfcn raging ocean burfirhis bed, 
O'er-ttqpMliietiwiinUins, aMl4lie«a<«b«^er-^)readf 
When the rafh yovth inilam*d^ the high abodes, 
ScorchMtxp ^ fkies, and feared the deathlfels gods.- 
When nature ceafes, l;hou fkalt ftill remain, 
Nor fecond Chaos bounds thy endlefs reign ; 
Fate's tyrant laws thy happier lot ftiall brave,^ 
£afEe de&ruSlion, and ehide the grave.^ 



VERSES TO MltS. LOWTHfilt 
ON HER MARRIAGE. 

FROM MENACE. 
f-rtKE gieateil fwaiin that treads th* Arcadian grove, 

A Our ihepherds envy, and our virgins love. 
His charming nymph, hi& Ibfttr fair obtains,. 
The bright Diana of our fiowery plains 4. 
He, *midft the graceful, of fiiperior grace. 
And ihe the loyelieft of the krrelieft race. 

Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, fiitd. 
And crown Ihe pieaiuctt of the i^enial bed « 
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Raife thence, their future joy, a fmiling heir, 

Brave as the father, as the mother fair. 

Well may 'ft thou ftiower thy choiceft gifts on thoic^ 

Who boldly rival thy raoft hated foes j 

The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies^ 

And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 



TO A JLADYj 
WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS. 

THE fragrant painting of our flowery fields. 
The choiceft ftores that youthful fumaier yields, 
^trephon to fair Elifa hath convey'd. 
The fweeteft garland to the fweeteft maid. 
O cheer the flowers, ray fair, and let them reft 
On the Elyfium of thy fnowy breaft. 
And there regale the fmcll, and charm the view. 
With richer odours, and a lovelier hue. 
Learn hence;, nor fear a flatterer in the flower. 
Thy form divine, and, beauty's matchlefs power : 
Faint, near thv cheeks, the bright carnation glows. 
And thy ripe lips out-blulli the opening rofc : 
The lily's fhow betrays lefs pure a light. 
Loft in thy bofom's more unfullicd white j 
And wreaths of jafmine flied perfumes, beneath 
Th' ambrofial incenfe of thy balmy breath. 

Ten thoufand beauties grace the rival pair, 
How fair the chaplet, and the nymph how fair ! 
But ah 1 too foon thefe fleeting charms decay. 
The fading luftre of on^ haftening day. 

This 
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This night fhall fee the gaudy wreath decline, 
*Phe rofes wither^ s^nd the lilies pine. 

The garlands fate to thine (hall be applyM, 
And what advance thy form, (hall check thy pride s 
Be wife, ipy fair^ the prefcnt hour improve. 
Let joy be now, and now a wafle of love j 
Each drooping bloom (hall plead thy juft excufe. 
And that which (hew*d thy beauty, (hew its ufe« 



ON A LADY'S PICTURES 
TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESQ; 

AS Damon Chloe's painted form furvey'd. 
He figh'd, and langui(hM for the jilting (hade i 
For Cupid taught the artift hand its grace, 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face* 

Now he laments a look fo falfely fair. 
And almofl damns, what yet refembles herj 
Now he devours it, with his longing eyes 5 
Now fated, from the lovely phantoyi flies, , 
Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 
Her ivory neck his lips prefunw to kifs. 
And his bold hands the fwelling bofom prefs j 
The fwain drinks- in deep draughts of vain dellre. 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancy'd fire. 

Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator art ! 
What love infpires, may life itfelf iiupart. 
Struck with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion prayed,; 

And bugg'd to life his aitiiicial maid : 

Clafp 



1 
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Clafp, nei^ Pygf)ia)ioln, claip the feeiiiihg di&miv^ 
Perhaps cv'n now A' enlivening Miage wamis, 
Deftin'd to cfown t^fjdys, and r^vd hi thy arms i 

Tbatflieatiowe^MHbe^ «id ees^e to^sie t lhaldb 



■■lilii itlMiini 



PART OF THE fOVRTtl BOOK OF LtTCA* 

Csel^r, luLvin^ Kfolved to give battle to Petreius and 
AfrantuS) Pompey''s Itcutenants m Spain, ^ficanoped- 
near th^ ^ffctrif ^h ^e fanf^ field. Thfe Kehaviour <f 
their ibldiers, at their feeing and knowing one ano- 
ther, 19 H^e ^itlbje^ of &b ifelb^^g 1^1^. 

THEIR A<IK%nl )Vte!fid^» a% tio^ t1)»y Vleat^ drew, 
Pi:epar'd For Sg^i't thte Wohdrt"ing foldicr» knew j. 
Brother, with 1>n>t*ier lA tinnahirtil Haifir, 
And the iba armM againft tht fadllet'« life-. 
Curft civil war » thtfi confcience firft was felt,. 
And th^ tough Veteran's heart begaft to melt^ 
t^it'd in d«iAb forrow all at on'c6 they fbnd. 
Then wave, a pStdgb ol p«a<^, the goilTkfs hatid ^ 
To vent teti thoofand ftruggliAg pa(!ions move* 
The ftings of natuns, and the f^ngs of iove. 
All order broken, wide their arms they throw. 
And ran, wiih tran^ort, to the longing foe : 
Here the long-loft acquaintance neighbours claim^ 
There an okl friend recalls his caito»9Sle*» name. 
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'Youths, who in arts beneath one tutor gr/tvy, 
Jlome rent in twain, .and kindred hofts they vjevf. 

Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief. 
And kiffes, broke by /obs, the words of grief 5 
rrhough yet no blood w^s fpilr, .each anxious mind 
With horrpr thinks oh what his rage defignM. 
Ah ! generous youths, why thus, with fruitlefs paiq. 
Beat yc thofe breafts ?^ why gufti thofe eyes in vain ? 
Why blame ye heaven, and charge your guilt on fate ? 
Why dresfcd the tyrant, whom yourfejves make gre^itf 
^-Bids he the truvnpet found ? the trumpet flight, 
,Bids he the. ftandards move ? .refufe the fight. 
Your generals, left by you, will k>ve again 
A fon and father, when they're private rnen. 

. Kind Concord, heavenly bom \ whofe ii-lifsful reljpi 
uHolds this v^ft globe in one furroiHiding chain, 
.Whofe laws the jarring elements controj. 
And knit each atom clofe from pole to pole; 
Soul 9f the world ! and love's eternal fpringi 
This lucky hour, thy aid, fair ^oddefs bring I 
This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 
Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly ftain the times. 
^ No veil henceforth for fin, . for pawlon none 5 
They know their duty, now their friends are. known. 
Vain wifli ! from blood ftiort mufl tl»e refpite be, 9 
New crimes,'^by love inhanc'd, this night fhall fee : > 
Such is the will of fate, and fuch the hard decree. J 
'Twas peace. -From either camp, now void of feai;> 
The foldiers mingling cheafful fcafls prepare,; 

4 On 
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On the green fod the friendly bowls were crown*d. 
And hafly banquets pilM upon the ground i 
Around the fire they talk ; one fhews his fears. 
One tells what chance firil led him. to the wars j 
Their (lories o'er the tedious night prevail. 
And the mute circle liftens to the tale ; 
They own they fought, but fwear th^ ne'er could hate» 
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate j 
Their love revives, to make them guiltier grow, 
A fhort-livM blcfling, but to heighten woe. 

When to Petreius firft the news was told. 
The jealous general thought his legions fold. 
Swift with the guards, his head-ftrong fury drew> 
From out his camp he drives the hoftile crew 5 
Cuts clafping friends afunder with his fword. 
And ftains with blood each hofpitable boai*d. 

Then thus his- w^rath breaks out. * Oh ! loft to fame I 
^ Oh I falfe to Pompey, and the Roman name I 
•* Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate bands ? 
< Oh ! die at leaft; *tis all that Rome demands. 

* What ! v/ill ye own, while ye can wield the fword, 

* A rebel ftandard, and ufui-ping lord ? 

* Shall he be fued to take you into place 

* Aroongft his (laves, and grant you equal grace ? 

« What? (hall my life be begg'd ? inglorious thought ! 

* And life abhorr'd, on fuch conditions bought ! 

* The toils we bear, my friends, are not for life, 
« Too mean a prize in fuch a dreadful ftrifej 

« But peace would lead to fervitude and (hame, 

* A fair amufement, and a fpecious name. 

* Never 
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' Never had man explored the iron ore, 

* MarkM out the trench, or raised the lofty tower, 

* Ne^cr had the fteed in hamefs Ibught the plain, 

* Or fleets encountered on th' unftable main ; 

* Were life, were breath, with fame to be comparM 

* Or peace to glorious liberty preferrM. 

^ By guilty oaths the hoftile army bound, 

4 Holds faft its impious faith, and ftands its ground ; 

« Are you perfidious, who cfpoufe the laws, 

* And traitors only in a jighteous caufe ? 

* Oh fliame ! in vain through nations far and wide, 

* Thou cairft the crowding raonarchs to thy fide, 

* Fall'n Pompey t while thy legions here betray 

< Thy cheap-bought life, and treat thy fame away** 

He ended fierce. The foldier's rage returns. 
His blood flies upward, and his bofom burns. 
So, haply tamM, the tiger bears his bands, 
Lefs grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hands ; 
But if by chance he taftes forbidden gore. 
He yells amain, and makes his dungeon roar. 
He glares, he foams, he aims a defperate bound. 
And his pale mailer flies the dangerous ground. 

Now deeds are done, which man might charge aiight 
On ftubborn fate, or undifceming night. 
Had not their guilt the lawlefs faldiers known. 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And breafts are ftabb'd, that were embrac'd before : 
Pity awhile their hands from flaughter kept. 
Inward they groanM, and, as they drew, they wept. 

But 
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But every, blow theiiNjivavciing rage aiZiirtSy 

In murder h^Edenaa ami. to blood ittttres. 

tCrowds charge on crowd*, nor.frienda their fricad* 

defcry, 
"But fires by fow, andf^iii^ by-fathew die. 
Black, monftrous rage I e«ch, with vi^rieu^ cm% 
Prags bis (Iain friend beA>re th« gcnemrs eyes» 
Exults in guilt, that throws the only fliame 



THfi 
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THE FIRST BOOK OF HOMER'S ILIAD. 



THE DEDICATION. 

^nrrHEN I firft entered upon this tranflatlon, I 
▼ ▼ was ambitious of dedicating it to the earl o^ 
Halifax ; but being prevented from doing myfelf that 
honour, by the unfpeakable lofs which our country 
hath fuftained in the death of that extraordinary per- 
son, I hope I fliall not be blamed for prefuming to 
make a dedication of it to his memory. The great • 
nefs of his name will juftify a praftice altogether un- 
common, and may gain favour towards a work, which 
(if it had deferved his patronage) is perhaps the only 
one infcribcd to his lord/hip, that will efcape btinff 
rewarded by him. . * 

I might have one advantage from fuch a dedication, 
that nothing, I could fay in it, would be fufpefted of 
flattery. Befides that the world would take a pleafure 
in hearing thofe things faid of this great man, now he 
is dead, which he himfelf would have been oflfended at 
when living. But though I am fenfible, fo amiable 
and exalted a charaaer would be very acceptable to the 
pubhck, were I able to di-aw it in its full extent- I 
fhould be cenfured very defervedly, fhould I venture 
upon an undertaking, to which I am by no means 
equal. 



M 
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His confummate knowledge in all kinds of bulinefs, 
his winning eloquence in public aflemblies, his aftivc 
zeal for the good of his country, and the ihare he had 
in conveying the fuprerae power to an illa(h*icus 
family famous for being friends to mankind, are fub- 
je£ls eafy to be enlarged upon, but incapable of being 
exhaufted. The nature of the following performance 
more direftly leads me to lament the misfortune, which 
hath befallen the learned world, by the death of fo ge- 
nerous and univerfal a patron. 

He refted not in a barren admiration of the polite 
arts, wherein hf. himfelf was fo great a raafter ; but 
was afted by that humanity they naturally infpire : 
which gave rife to many excellent writers, who have 
caft a light upon the age in which he lived, and wiJl 
diitinguirti it to pofteiity. It is well known, that 
very few celebrated pieces have been publifhed for 
feveral years, but what were either promoted by his 
encouragement, or fupported by his approbation, or 
recompenfed by his bounty. And if the fucceffion of 
men, who excel in mo ft of the refined arts, ihould not 
continue ; though fome may impute it to a decay of 
genius in our countrymen ; thofe, who are unacquaint- 
ed with his lordfliip's charafter, will know more juftly 
how to account for it. 

The caufe of liberty will receive no fraall advan- 
tage in future times, when it fliall be obferved that the 
earl of Halifax was one of the patriots who were at 
the head of it j and that raoft of thofe, who were emi- 
nent in the feveral parts of polite or ufeful learning, 

were 
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were by his influence and example engaged in the fame 
interefti 

I hope therefore the publick will excufe my ambition 
for thus intruding into the number of thofe applauded 
men, who have paid him this kind of homage : efpe- 
cially fincel amalfo prompted to it by gratitude, for the 
prote6lion with which he had begun to honour me j 
and do it at a time when he cannot £aStr by the im- 
|K)rtunity of my acknowledgments. 

TO THE READER. 

IMuft inform the reader, that when I began this 
firft book, I had fome thoughts of tranflating the 
whole Iliad : but had the pleafure of being diverted 
from that defign, by finding the work was fallen into 
a much abler hand. I would not therefore be thought 
to have any other view in publifliing this fmall fpe- 
cimen of Homer^s Iliad, than to befpeak, if pofiible, 
the favour of the publick to a tranflation of Homer*s 
OdyfFeis, wherein I have already made fome progrefs. 
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ACHILLES' fatal wrath, whence difcord rofe. 
That brought the fons of Greece unniunber'd 
woes, 
O goddefs, fnig. Full many a hero's ghoft 
Was driven untimely to th' infernal coaft, 
While in promifcuous heaps their bodies. lay, 
A fcaft for dogs, and every bird of prey. 

Ml S« 
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So- did the lire of gods and men fulfil 
His lledfail purpofe, and almighty will ; 
What time the haughty chiefs their jars begiio, 
Atrides, king of men, and Peleus' godlike fon. 

What god in ftrife the princes did engage ? 
Apollo burning with vindiftive rage 
Again ft the fcornful king, whofe impious pride 
His prieft dilhonourM, and bis power defyM. 
Hence fwift contagion, by the god*s commands. 
Swept through the camp, andthinn'd the Grecian bands. 

For, wealth immenle the holy Chiyfes bore, 
(His daughter's ranfom) to the tented fhorc : 
His fceptre ft retching forth, the golden rod, 
Hung round with hailow'd garlands of his god. 
Of all the hoft, of every princely chief. 
But firft of Atreus' fons, he begg'd relief: 

* Great Atreus' fons and warlike Greeks attend, 

* So may th' immortal gods your caufe befriend, 

* So may you Priam's lofty bulwarks burn, 

* And rich in gather'd fpoils to Greece return, 

* As for thefe gifts my daughter you beftow, 

* And reverence due to great Apollo ihow, 

* Jove's favourite o^spring. terrible in war, 

* Who fends his (hafts unerring from afar.* 
Throughout the hoft confenting murmurs rife. 

The prieft to reverence, and give back the prize ; 
When the great king, incens'd, his filence broke 
In words reproachful, and thus fternly fpoke : 

* Hence, dotard, from my fight. Nor ever more 
< Approach, I warn tliec, this forbidden Aorc j 

Left 
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« Left thou ftretch forth, my fury to reftrain, 

* The wreaths and fceptre of thy god, in vain, 

* The captive maid I never will refign. 

* Till age overtakes her, I have vowM her mine* 

* To diftant Argos fliall the fair be led : 

She /hall ; to ply the loom, and grace my bed. 

* Begone, ere evil intercept thy way. 

* Hence, on thy life : nor urge me by thy ftay.' 
He ended frowning. Speechlefs and difmay'd. 

The aged fire his ftern command obey'd. 
Silent he pafs'd, amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling billows, on tht- lonely fhore; 
Far from the camp he pafs'd : then fuppliant ftood | 
And thus the hoary prieft invoke his god : 
* Dread warrior with the filver bow, give ear. 

* Patron of Chryfa and of Cilia, hear. 

* To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs j 

* Propitious Smintheus ! Oh! redrefs my wrongs. 

* If e'er within thy fane, with wreaths adornM, 

* The fat of bulls and well-fed goats I burn'd, 

* O ! hear my prayer. Let Greece thy fury know, 

* And with thy fhafts avenge thy fervants woe.' 
Apollo heard his injur'd fuppliant's cry, 

Down ruihM the vengeful warrior from the flcy 5 
Acrofs his breaft the glittering bow he flung. 
And at his back the well-ftor'd quiver hung : 
(His arrows rattled, as he urg'd his flight.) 
In clouds he flew, concealed from mortal fight 5 
Then took his ftand, the well-aim'd fliaft to throw : 
Fierce fprung the ftring, and twang'd the filver bow. 
M 3 The 
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The dogs and mules his firft keen arrow flew j 
Amid the ranks the next more fatal ilew, 
A deathful dart. The funeral piles around 
For ever blazM on the devoted ground. 

Nine days entire, he vex'd th' embattled hoft. 
The tenth, Achilles tlirough the winding coaft 
SummonM a council, by thequeen^s command 
Who wields heaven's fceptre in her fnowy hand s 
She mourn 'd her favourite Greeks, who now indole 
The hero, fwiftly fpeaking as he rofe : 

* What now, O Atreus' fon, remains in view, 

• But o'er the deep our wanderings tq renew, 

< Doom'd to deftruclion, while our wafted powers 

• The fword and peftileq^e at once devours ? 

' Why hafte we not fome prophet's fkill to prove, 

• Or feek by dreams ? (for dreams defcend from Jove. J 
t What moves Apollo's rage let him explain, 

• What vow withheld, what hecatomb unflain: 

• And if the blood of lambs and goats can pay 

• The price for guilt, and turn this curfe away?* 
Thus he. And next the reverend Calchas role. 

Their guide to Ilion whom the Grecians chofej 
The prince of augurs, whofe enlightenM eye 
Could things paft, prefent, and to come, defcry : 
Such wifdom Phccbus gave. He thus began. 
His fpeech addreffing to the godlike man : 

* Mc then command'ft thou, lov'd of Jove, to iliow 
« What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow ? 

• Firtl plight thy faith thy ready help to lend, 

< By words to aid me, or by arms defend* 

•For 
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For I forefee his rage, whofe ample fway 

The Argian powers and fceptred chiefs obey. 

The wrath of kings what fubjeft can oppofe ? 

Deep in their breafts the fmother'd vengeance glows. 

Still watchful to deftroy. Swear, valiant youth. 

Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I fpeak the truth ? 

To this Achilles fwift replies : * Be bpld. 

Difclofe, what Phoebus tells thee, uncontrolM. 

By him, who, liftening to thy powerful prayer. 

Reveals the fecret, I devoutly fwear. 

That, while thefe eyes behold the light, no hand 

Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded ftrand. 

Not Atreus* fon. Though now himfelf he boalt 

The king of men, and fovereign of the hoft.' 

Then boldly he. * Nor does the god complain 

Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unllain. 

Chryfeis to her awful lire refused. 

The gifts reje6led, and the prieft abus'd. 

Call down thefe judgments, and for more they call, 

Juft ready on th' exhaufted camp to fall j 

Till ranfom-free the damfel is beftow'd. 

And hecatombs are fent to footh the god. 

To Chryfa fent. Perhaps Apollo's rage 

The gifts may expiate, and the prieft affuage.* 

He fpoke, and fat. When, with an angry frown. 

The chief of kings upftarted from his throne. 

Difdain and vengeance in his bofom rife, 

Lour in his* brows, and fparkle in his eyes : 

Full at the prieft their fiery orbs he bent. 

And all at once his fury found a vent. 

M 4 Augur 
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* Augur of ills, (for never good to me . 

* Did that moft inaufpicious voice decree) 

* Tor ever ready to denounce my woes, 

* When Greece is punifh'd, I am dill the caufe ; 

' And now when Phoebus fpreads his plagues abroad^ 

* And waftes our camp, 'tis I provoke the god, 

* Becaufe my blooming captive I detain, 

* And the large ranfora is produced in vain. 

* Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty's pride, 

* Ne'er charm'd me more, a virgin and a bride ; 

* Not Clytaemneftra boafts a nobler race, 

* A fweeter temper, or a lovelier face, 

* In works of female fkill hath more command, 

* Or guides the needle with a nicer hand. 

« Yet flie fliall go. The fair our peace /hall buy ; 
< Better 1 fuffer, than my people die. 

* But mark me well. Sec inltantly prepar'd 

* A full equivalent, a new reward. 

* Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his fhare, 

* Your chief (hould lofc his portion of the war : 

* In vaiif your chief j whilft the dear prize, I boaft, 

* Is wrefted from me, and for ever loft.' 

To whom the fwift purfuer quick reply'd : 

* Oh funk in avarice, and fwoln with pride I 

* How (hall the Greeks, though large of foul they be, 

* Colle£l their fevcr'd fpoiis, a heap for thee 

« To fearch anew, and tull the choiceft ihare 

* Amid the mighty harveil of the wai* ? 

* Then yield thy captive, to the god rcfign'd, 

* Aflur'd a tenfold rccompcnce to find, 

« When 



HOMER'S ILIAD, Book I. i6y 

When Jove's decree ftiall throw proud Ilion dov^n. 
And give to plunder the devoted town.' 

* Think not, Atrides anfwerM, though thou fhine. 
Graceful in beauty, like the powers divine, 
Think not, thy wiles, in fpecious word? convey'd. 
From its firm purpofe (hall my foul diffuade. 
Muft I alone bereft fit down with fhame. 

And thou infulting keep thy captive dame ? 

If, as I a(k, the large-foul'd Greeks confent 

Full recompence to give, I ftand content. 

If not : a prize I (hall myfelf decree. 

From him, or him, or elfe perhaps from thee. 

While the proud prince, defpoiPd, (hall rage in vain* 

But break we here. The reft let time explain. 

Launch now a well-trim'd galley from the fhore. 

With hands experienced at the bending oar : 

Inclofe the hecatomb ; and then with care 

To the high deck convey the captive fair. 

The facred bark let fage Ulyffes guide. 

Or Ajax, or Idomeneus, prefide : 

Or thou, O mighty man, the chief (halt be. 

And who more fit to foothe the god than thee ?' 

* Shamelefs, and poor of foul,' the prince replies. 
And on the monarch cafts his fcornful eyes, 

* What Greek henceforth will march at thy command, 

* In fearch of danger on the doubtful ftrand ? 

* Who in the face of day provoke the fight, 

* Or tempt the fecret ambufh of t/ie night ? 
< Not I, be fure. Henceforward I am free. 

* For ne'er was Priam's houfe a foe to me. 

<F,ar 
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* Far from their inroads, in my pailures feed 

* The lowing heifer, and the pampcrM fteed, 

* On Phthia's hills our fruits fecurely grow, 

* And ripen carelefs of the diftant foe, 

* Between whofe realms and our Theffalian fhore 
' Unnumber'd mountains rife, and billows roar* 

* For thine, and for thy baffled brother's fame, 

* Acrofs thofe feas, difdainful man, I came > 

* Yet, infolent • by arbitrary fway, 

* Thou talk'ft of feizing on my rightful prey, 

* The prize whofe purchafe toils and dangers coft, 

* And given by fuffrage of the Grecian hoft, 

* What town, when fackM by our vi6toriou8 bands, 

* But ftill brought wealth to thofe rapacious hands > 

* To me, thus fcorn'd, contented doft thou yield ' 

* My fhare of blood in the tumultuous field j 

* But ftill the flower of all the fpoil is thine j 

* There claim'ft thoumoft. Nor e'er did I repine. 

* V/hate'er was giv'n I took, and thought it beft, 

* With flaughter tir'd, and panting after reft. 

* To Phthia now, for I (hall fight no more, 

* My fhips their crooked prows fhall turn from ihore. 

* When I am fcom'd, I think I well forefee 

* W^hat fpoils and pillage will be won by thee, 

* Hence! cry'd the monarch, hence! without delay: 
•Think not, vain man I my voice fliall urge thy ftay, 

* Others thou leav'il to the great caufe inclin'd, 

* A league of kings thou leav'ft, and Jove behind. 

* Of all the chiefs doft thou oppofe me moft : 
< Outrage and uproar are thy only boaft. 

* Difcor 
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* Difcord and jars thy joy. But learn to know, 

* If thou art ftrong, 'tis Jove hath made thee fo. 

* Go, at thy pleafure. None will ftop thy way. 

* Go, bid thy bafe-born Myrmidons obey. 

* Thou, nor thy rage, fhall my refolves fubdue j 

* I fix my purpofe,- and my threats renew. 

* Since 'tis decreed I muft the maid riftorc, 

* A fliip (hall waft her to th' offended power j 

* But fair Brifei's, thy allotted prize, 

* Myfelf will feize, and feize before thy eyes : 

* That thou and each audacious man may fee, 

* How vain the rafti attempt to cope with me.* 
Stung to the foul, tumultuous thoughts began 

This way and that to rend the godlike man. 
To force a paifage with his falchion drawn. 
And hurl th' imperial boafter from his throne. 
He now refolves : and now relolves again 
To quell his fury, and his arm reftrain^ 
While thus by turns his rage and reafon fway'd. 
And half unfheathM he held the glittering blade j 
That moment, Juno, whofe impartial eye 
Watch 'd o'er them both, fcnt Pallas from the (ky :: 
She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
(To him alone the radiant goddefs fhinM.) 
Sudden he tum'd, and ftarted with furprize ; 
Rage and revenge flaih'd dreadful in his eyes. 

Then thus with hafly words : * O ! heavenly-born^ 

* Com'ft thou to fee proud Agamemnon's fcorn ? 

< But thou flialt fee (my fword fhall make it good) 

* This glutted iand fmoke with the tyrant's blood.' 

5 * Ta 
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* To footh thy foul, the blue-ey'd maid replies^- 

* (If thou obey ray voice) I left the fkies* 

* Heaven's queen,who favours both, gave this command! 

* Supprefs thy wrath, and ft ay thy vengeful hand. - 
« Be all thy rage in tauntful words es^preft 5 

*■ But guiltlefs let the thirfty falchion reft.. 

* Mark what I fpeak. An hour is on its way, 

* When gifts tenfold for this affront ftiall pay. 

* Supprefs thy wrath ; and heaven and me obey.' 
Then he : * I yield ; though with relu6lant mind. 

* Who yields to heaven ftiall heaven propitious find.' 
The fiiver hilt clofe-grafping, at the word. 

Deep in the ftieath he plung'd his mighty fword. 
The goddefs, turning, darted from bis light. 
And reached Olympus in a moment's flight. 

But fierce Achilles, in a thundering tone. 
Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous on : 

« Valiant with wine, and furious from the bowl ! 

* Thou ftcrce-lookM talker with a coward foul ! 
« War's glorious peril ever flow to ftiare ; 

* Aloof thou view'ft the field j for death is there. 

* 'Tis greater far this peaceful camp to fway, 

* And peel the Greeks, at will, who difobey i 

* A tyrant lord o'er flaves to earth debased ; 

* For, had they fouls, this outrage were thy iaft. 

* But, thou, my fix'd, my final purpofe hear. 

* By this dread fceptre folemnly I fwear ; 

* By this (which, once from out the foreft torn, 

* Nor lejif nor ftiade fhall ever more adorn 5 

* Which never more its verdure muft renew, 

* LoppM from the vital ftem, whence firft it grew : 

* But 
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* But given by Jove the fons of men to awe, 

< Now fways the nations, and confirms the law) 

* A day Ihall come, when for this hour's difdain 

* The Greeks fhall wifli for me, and wifh in vain 4 

< Nor thou, though grieved, the wanted aid afford, 

* When heaps on heaps fhall fall by He6lor's fword s . 

* Too late with anguifli Ihall thy heart be torn, 

* That the firft Greek was made the public fcorn.' 
He faid. And, mounting with a furious bound. 

He olaih'd his ftudded fcepire on the ground j 

Then fat. Atridcs, eager to reply. 

On the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 

'Twas then, the madding monarchs to compofe^ 
The Pylian prince, the fmooth-fpeech'd Neftor rofe* 
Jlis tongue dropped honey. Full of days was he 5 
Two ages pad, he livM the third to fee : 
And, his firft race of fubjefts long decayed, 
-O'er their fons fons a peaceful fceptre fwayM. 

* Alas for Greece ! he cries, and what with joy 

* Shall Priam hear, and every fon pf Troy ! 

* That you, the firft in wifdom as in wars, 

* Wafte your great fouls in poor ignoble jars t 

* Go to ! you both are young. Yet oft rever*d 

* Greater than you have the wife Neftor heard. 

* Their equals never fliall thefe eyes behold : 

* Caeneus the juft, Pirithous the bold, 

* Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 
^ Shepherds of men, and rulers of the land, 
* Thefeus unrivalM in his fire's abodes. 

And mighty Polypherac, a match for god»# 
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* TUey, greateft numes that ancient ftory knows, 

* In mortal confli^ met as dreadful foes : 

* Fearlefs through rocks and wilds their prey purAied, 

* And the huge double Centaur race fubdued. 

* With them my early \outh was pleas'd to roam 

"* Through regions, fur from my fweet native homej 

* They call'd me to the wars. No living hand 

-* Could match their valour, or their ftrength withftand 5 

-* Yet wont they oft my iage advice to hear. 

** Then liften both, with an attentive ear. 

* Seize not thou, king cf men, the beauteous flave, 

* Th' allotted prize the Grecian voices gave. 

* Nor thou, Pelides, in a threatening tone 

* Urge him to wrath, w ho fills that iacred throne, 

* The king of forty kings, and honoured more 

* By miglity Jove, than e'er was king before. 

* Brave though thou art, and of a race divine, 

* Thou mull obey a power more great than thine. 
« And thou, O king, forbenr. Myfelf will fue 

« Great Thetis' fon his vengeance to fubdue : 

* Great Thetis' valiant fon, our country's boaft, 

* The ftiield and bulwark of the Grecian hoft.' 

* Wife are thy words, O fire, the king began, 

* But what can fatiate this afpiring man ? 

* Unbounded power he claims o'er human-kind, 

* And hopes for (laves, I truft he ne'er (hall find. 

* Shall we, becaufe the gods have formed him firong, 

* Bear the lewd language cf his lawlefs tongue ! 

* If aw'd by thee, the Greeks might well delpife 
< iVly name/ the prince, precipitate, replies* 

« In 
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* In vain thou nodd'ft from thy imperial throne. 
« Thy vafTals feek elfevvhere : for I am none. 

* But break we here. The fair, though juftly mine, 

* With fword undrawn I purpofe to refign. 

* On aught befide, I once for all command, 

* Lay iK)t, I charge thee, thy prefumptuous hand. 

* Come not within my reach. Nordare advance. 

* Or thy heart's blood fhall reek upon my hnce.' 
Thus both in foul debate prolongM the day. 

The council broke, each takes his feparate way. 
Achilles feeks his tent with reftlefs mind ; 
Patroclus and his train move flow behind. 

Mean time, a bark was hauTd along the fand. 
Twice ten felefted Greeks, a brawny band, 
Tug the tough oars, at the great king's command. 
The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair. 
Are all intrufted to Ulyffes' care. 
They mount the deck. The veffel takes its flight. 
Bounds o'er the furge, and leffens to the fight. 

Next he ordains along the winding coall 
By hallow'd rites to purify the hoft. 
A herd of chofen viftiras they provide. 
And cad their offals on the briny tide. 

Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die. 

In clouds the favory (learn afcends the fky. 

The Greeks to heaven their folenrnvows addrefl; 

But dire revenge roll'd in the monarch's breaft. 

Obfequious at his call two heralds ftand : 

To them in frowns he gives this harfh command. 

* Ye heralds, to Achilles' tent repair 5 

* Thence fwift the female ilave Brifei's bear. 

•With 
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"•'With arms, if difobey'd, myfelfwill come, 

* Bid him refignlier, or he tempts his doom."* 
The heralds, though unwillingly, obey. 

Along the fea-beat (bore they fpeed their way i 
And, now the Myrmidonian quarter paft. 
At bis tent-door they find the hero plac'd. 
DifturbM the folemn meffengers he faw : 
They too ftood filent, with refpeftful awe. 
Before the royal youth, they neither fpoke. 
i-He guefs'd their meflage, atjd the filencc broken 
♦ Ye minifters of gods and men, draw near, 

* Not you, but him whofe heralds ye appeal*, 
*.RobbM of my right I blame. Patroclus, bring 

< The damfel forth for this difdainful king. 
*'Butye, my wrongs, O heralds, bear in mind, 

* And clear me to the gods and all mankind, 

* Ev'n to your thoughtlefs king ; if ever more , 

< My aid be wanted on the hoftile fhore. 

* Thoughtlefs he is, nor knows his certain doom, 

* Blind to the paft, nor fees the woes to come, 
•< His beft defence thus raflily to forgo, 

• * And leave a naked army to the foe. 

He ceas'd. Patroclus his dear friend obey '4, 
And uflier'd in the lovely weeping maid* 
-Sore figh'd (he, as the heralds took her hand. 
And oft look'd back flow-moving o'er the ftrand. 

The v^idow'd hero, when the fair was gone, 
-Far from his friends fat bath'd in tears alone, 
"^n the cold beach he fat, and fix'd his eyes 
ere black with ftorms the curling billows .rife. 

And 
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And as the fea wide-rolling he furvey'd, 

With out-ftretch'd arms to his fond mother pray'd : 

* Since to fhort life thy haplefs fon was born, 

* Great Jove ftands bound by promife to adorn 

< His ftinted courfe, with an immortal name. 

* Is tlus the great amends ? the promised fame I 

* The fon of Atreus, proud of lawlefs fway, 

* Demands, poflefles, and enjoys my prey.' 
Near her old fire enthron'd, ftie.heard him -weep 

From the low filent caverns of the .deep : 

Then in a morning mril'her head (he rears, 

Sits by her fon, and mingles tears with tears ; 

Clofe grafps her darling's hand. * My fon, flie cries, 

* Why heaves thy heart ? and why o'erflow thy eyes ? 

* Oh tell me, tell thy motlier all thy care, 

* That both may know it, and that both may fliare.' 

* Oh ! goddefs I' cry'dhe, with an inward groan* 

* Thou know'ft it all ; to thee are ail things known. 

* Eetian Thebes- we fack'd, iheir ranfack^ towers, 

* The plunder of a people, all was ours. 

* We ftood agreed the booty to divide. 

* Ghryfeis rofy-cheek'd, and glofly-eyM, 

* Fell to the king ; but holy Chrpes bore 

* Vaft gifts of ranfom, to the teated ihore : 

* His fceptre ftretching forth (the golden rod 

< Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god) 

* Of all the-hoft, of every princely chief, 

* But firft cf Atreus' fons, he begg'd relief. 

* Throughout the hoft confenting murmurs ran^ 
5 To yield iier to the venerable man 3 

N < But 
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* But the harfh king denyM to do him right, 

* And drove the trembling prophet froni^his fight. 

* Apollo heard his ihjurM fuppliant's cry, 

* And dealt his arrows through th' iufefted iky ; 

* The fwift contagion, fent by his commands, 

* Swept through the camp,and thinn'd tlieGrecian bands. 

* The guilty caufe a facred augur fliow'd, 

* And .X firft movM to mitigate the god. 

« At this the tyrant ftorm'd, and vengeance vow*d ; 

* And now too foon.hath made his threatxiings good. 
« Chryfeis firft with gifts to'Chryfa f«nt, 

* His heralds came this moment to my tent, 

* And bore Brifeis thence, my beauteous (lave, 

* Th' allotted prize, which the leagu'd Grecians gave. 

* Thou goddefs, then, and thou, I know^ haft power, 
< For thine own fon the might of Jove implore. 

* Oft in my father's houfel Vc heard thee tell*, 

* When fudden fears on heaven's great monarch felj, 

* Thy aid the rebel deities overcame, 

* And fav'dthe mighty thundercr from (hame. . 
' Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound 

* The fire in chaina^and heniM their fovereign rounds 

* Thy voice, O goddefs, broke their idle bands, 

* And cajrd the giant of the hundi'ed hands, 

* Thft prodigy, whom heaven and earth revere, 

* Briareus nam*d above, ^geon hej-e. 

* His father Neptune he in ftrength furpafs^d j* 

* At Jove's right hand his hideous form he plac'd, 

* Proud of his might. The gods with fccret drca4, 
< J3eheld the.hugt cuormous ihape andjed. 

*.Kanl]id 
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Remind him then : for well thou know*ft the art : 

Go> ciafp his knees, and melt his mighty heart. 

Let the driven Argians, hunted 6*er the plain. 

Seek the laft verge of this tempe ftuous main i \ 

There let them perifh, void of all relief,, I 

My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief. j 

Too late with angiiifhihall bis heart be torn, 

That lh& firft Greek was made the public fcorn.* 

Then flie (with tear^ her azure eyes ran o*er :) 

Why- borfr I thee ! or nouri/h*d, when I bore I 

Blefl, if within thy tent, and free from ftrife. 

Thou might'ft poffcfs- thy poor remains of life. 

Thy death approaching now the fates foreihow j 

Short is thy deftin'd term, and full of woe. 

Ill-fated thou 1 and oh unhappy 1 1 

' But hence to the celeftial courts I fly, 
Where, hid in fnow, to heaven Olympus fwells, ' 
And Jove, rejoicing in his thunder, dwells. 

' Meantime, my fon, indulge thy juft difdain : 

^ -Vent all thy rage, andifliun the hoftile plain, 

' Till Jpve returns. Laft night my waves he crofs'd, 

' And fought the dtftant Ethiopian coaft: 

- Along the ikies his radiant courfe he fteerM, 

' Behind him all the train of gods appearM, 

^ A bright proceilion. To the holy feaft 

' Of blamelefs men he goes a grateful gueiL 

* To heaven he comes, wh^n twice fix days are o*er ( 

^ Then fliall his voice the (ire of gods implore, 

» Then to my lofty manfion will I pafs, 

' Founded on rocks of ever-during brafs : 

N z « There 
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« There wil Iclafp his khces with wetted art, 

* Nbr doubt, my fon, but I ftiall me!t his heart.* 
She ceas'd s and left him loft in doubtful carje^ 

And bent on vengeance for the raviih'd fair. 

But, fafe arrivM ncjir Cht-yfa's facred ftraHiei^ 
The fage tJIyfies now advanced .to land. 
Along the coaft he (hoots with fweiling gales j 
Then l^wew the lofty maft, and fuds the failf j 
Next jj^icfs to port with maay a weil-^iniM oai^ 
And -dro^% hrs aJRchdfs .near tlie faithful Ihore. 
. The baA How fi*M anmlft tlie wiling tidej 
ChryfeTs follows her «xperiencM guide < 
Thfc^fts to Phabus from the Grecian hdft, 
A herd of bulte wcttt bellowing b^cr ttie coaft. 
To the god's fahe, V>gh Jojoking oi^.er the land, ^.^ 
He led, and near the ^Itar took his ftam^ > 

Then ^aVc hCr to the joyful father^s haftd. <) 

< All hail ! Atride® fets ^hy daughter frce» 

* Sends offerings to thy god, and<gjfts to frhee. 

* But^hdti intreat (he powtr, whofe dreadful fway 
« A'fRifts Iris c*m{), and fvt^eps his hoft away/ 

He faid, and garirc Iter. . The -fond fathw feailTd 
With fbcret Tapture, and embrac'd his child. 

The vi€lims ndw'ihey range In ijhofen bands. 
And offer gifts witTi unp&lKited bands : 
When ^^Hlt3i loud vMee, aftd arms np.rear'd in wr. 
The ho^ry prieft pk^ferM this powerful prayer t 

* Dread wk-ridr Vith the filver bow, give ear s 
< Patron of Chryfa and of Cifia, hear. 
« About this donue^hon 'waflk^ft thy coxf ftant-j^imd s 
« 5till have my vowtJJiy power propitious found. 

« Rons i 
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* RousM by my prayers Pv'n now thy v^nge^pce bun\s, 

* And fmit by thee, the Grecian army mpurn^. 

* Hear me once more 5 and let the fyppliapt fpe 

* Avert thy wrath, and flack thy dre^idful bow.' 
He pray'd r and great Apollo heard his prsiyer. 

The fuppliiints now their votive rites prepare : 
Amid the flames they caft the hallow'd bread. 
And heaven- ward turn each viftim's deftin'd hi?^d : 
Next flay tjie fatted bulls, their flcins divide. 
And from each carcafe rend the fniQ^mg hide $ 
On every limb large rolls of fat bellow. 
And chofen morfels round the offefings drew : 
Myftfj-iou? rites. Then on the fire divine 
The great high prieft pours fprrt the ruddy wii^e f 
Himfelf the offering burns. On either hap4 
A troop of youths, in deccpt <jrder, ftand. 
On /harpen'd forks, obedient to the fire, 
They turn the tafteful fragments in the ^re. 
Adorn thg feail, fee every difli well-ftpr'd. 
And ferve the plerjteous mefles tp the board. 

When njPiw the various feafts had chcarM their fi^ulf , - 
V/ith fparkliflkg wines they crown th^ gen^rot^s bowls, 
The firft lijb^tioos to Apollo pay> 
And folemnize witli facred hymns tke d^y : 
His praift in lo Paeans loud they fing> 
And footh the rage of the far-ftiooting king. 
At evening, tlirough the flxore difpers'd, they fleeo/ 
Huftrd by the djijtant roarings of the deep, . 

When now, afcending from t^e fliades of flight, 
Aurora glow'd in all her rx>{y light, 

N 3 Th» 
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The daughter of the dawn : th' awakenM crew 
Back to the Greeks encamp'd their courfe renew.- 
The breezes frefhen : for with friendly gales 
Apollo fwell'd their wide, diilended, fails: 
Cleft by the rapid prow, the waves divide, 
And in hoarfe murmurs break on either fide. 
In faf(?ty to the deftin'd port they paftM, 
And fix'd their bark with grappling haulfers faftj 
T^hen dragg'd her farther, on the dry-land coaft. 
Regained their tents, and mingled in the hoft. 

But fierce Achilles, ftill on vengeance bent, 
CherlftiM his wrath, and madd^n'd in his tent.- 
Th' aflembled chiefs he fliun'd with high difdain, 
A band of kings : nor fought the hoftile plain j 
But long'd to hear the diftant troops engage. 
The ftrife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 

Twelve days were paft j and now th' ethereal train, . 
Jove at their head, to heaven returnM again : 
When Thetis, from the deep prepar'd to rife. 
Shot through a big-fwol'n wave, and piercM the ikies* 
At early morn (he reach'd the realms above. 
The court of gods, the refidence of Jove*> 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown'd • 
With hills on hills, him far apart fhe found. 
Above the reft. The earth beneath difplay'd- 
(A boundlefs pro*fpe£l) his broad eye furvey'd. 
Her left hand grafpM his knees, her right (he reared. 
And touched with blandiftiment his awful beard j 
Then, fuppliant, with fubmiflive voice implor*d 
Old Saturn's fon, the god by gods ador'd -, 

• If 
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*■ If e'er, by rebel deities oppreft, 
*'My aid relieved thee, grant this one reqiieft, 

* Since to fhort life my haplefs fon was born,. 

* Do thou with fame the Icanty fpace adorn. 

* Puniflrthe king of men, whofe lawlefsfway 

* Hath fhamM the youth, and feiz'd his^deftin'd prey. 

* Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may grieve, 
/ And doubled honours to my offspring give.* 

She faid. The god vouch fafd not to reply 
(A deep.fufpence fat in his thoughtful eye) : 
Once more around his knees the goddeis clung. 
And to foft accents form'd her artful tongue : 

* Oh I fpeak. Or grant me, or deny my prayer. 

* l^ear not to fpeak, what I am doomed to bear ; 

* That I may know, if thou my prayer deny, 

< The moft defpisM of all the gods am I.' 

With a deep figh the Thimdering Power replies ; 

* To what a height will Juno's anger rife ! 

* Still doth her voice before the gods upbraid ' 

< My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid. 

< I grant thy fuit. But, hence I depart unfeen, 

* And-fhun the fight of heaven's fufpicious queen. 

* Believe my nod, the great, the certain fign, 

* When Jove propitious hears the powers divine ; 
«■ The fign that ratifies my high command, 

« That thus I will : and what I will Ihall ftand,* 

This faid, his kingly brow the fire inclined 5 
The large black curls fell awful from behind. 
Thick fhadowing the ftern forehead of the god: - 
Olyropu« trembled at th' almighty nod. 

N4. The 
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The goddefs fmird : and, with a fudden leapj 
From the high mountain plung'd into the deep. 

But Jove repair'd to his celeftial towers : 
And, as he rote, up-rofe th' immortal powers* 
In ranks, on either fide, th' af&mbly caft, 
JBow'd down, and did obeifance as he pafsM. 

To him enthronM (for whifpering (tit had ftea 
Clofe at his knees the iilver-footed queen. 
Daughter of him, who, low bAieath the tides. 
Aged and h«ary in the- deep refides*} 
Big with inve6live9, Juna filence broke. 
And thus, opprobrious, her refentments fpoke : 

* Falfe Jove ! what goddefs whifpering did 1 iee r 
*' O fond of counfels, ftill conceard from met 

* To me, neg]e£led, thou wilt ne'er impart 

*- One fmgle thought ofthy clofc-coverM heart.' 
To whom the Sire of gods and men reply'd j 
*■ Strive not to find, what I decree to hide. 

* Laborious were the fearch, and vain the ftrife^ 
' Vain ev'n for thee, my fifter and my wife. 

* The thoughts and counfels, proper to declarcj 

* Nor god nor mortal (hall before thee (hare i 
< But, what my fecret wifdom fhall ordain, 

' Think not to reach, for know the thought were mitu 
' Dread Saturn's fon, why^ fo fevere V replies 

* The Goddefs of the large majeftic eyes. 

* Thy own dark thoughts at pleafure hide, or (how f 

* Ne'er have I aflcM, nor now afpire to know. 

* Nor yet my fears are vain, nor came unfcen 
« To thy higb throne the filvcr-footed queen, 

« Daughter 
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* Daughter of him, who low beneath the tides 

* Aged and hoary in the deep reiides. 

« Thy nod affures me flie was not deny'd : 

« And Greece muft perifh for a madman's pride.* 

To whom the god, whofe hand the tempeft forms, 
Drives clouds on clouds,andbiackens heaven with ftormsj - 
Thus wrathful anfwer'd : • Doft: thou ftill complain ? 

* Perplexed for ever, and perplex'd in vain I 

« Should'ft thou difclofe the dark event to come, 
^ How wilt thou ftop th' irrevocable doom ! 

< This ferves the more to ftiarpen my difdain ; 

< And woes fbrefeen bat lengthen out thy pain. 
« Be filent then. Difpute not my command j 

« Nor tempt the force of this fuperior hand : 
*- Left all the gods, around thee leaguM, engage 

< In vain to ihield thee from my kindled rage.* 
Mute and abaih- d ihe fat without reply. 

And downward turn'd her large majeftic eye. 
Nor further durft th' offended lire provoke : 
The gods around him trembled, as he fpoke« 
When Vulcan, for his mother fore diftreft, 
Turn'd orator, and thus his fpeech addrefs'd : - 
' Hard is our fate, if men of mortal line 

• Stir up debate among the powers divine, . 
« If things on earth difturb the bleft abodes, 

• And mar th' ambrofial banquet of the gods I 

* Then let my mother once be rul'd by me, 

* Though much more wife than I pi'etend to be t- 

* Let me advife her filent to obey, 

• And du« fubmiflion to our fatherpay. 



i86 TICKELL'S POEM^ 

« Nor force again his glootny rage to rife, 

* Ill-tim'd, and damp the revels of the fkies. 

* For flionld he tofs her from th' Olympian hill^ 

* Who could refift the mighty monarch's will ? 

* Then thou to love the Thunderer reconcile, 

* And tempt him kindly on us all to fmile.' 
He faid : and in his tottering hands up-bore 

A double goblet, fiU'd, and foaming o'er. 

« Sit down, dear mother, with a heart content^ 

< Nor urgeamore difgraceful punifliment, 

« Which if great Jove inflift, poor I, difmay'd, 

« Muft.iland aloof, nor dare to give thee aid, 

* Great Jpve (liall reign for ever, uncontrol'd; 
' Remember, when I took thy part of old, 

* Caught by the heel he fwung me round on high^ . 
< And headlong hurl'd me from th' ethereal flty t 

* From morn to neon I fell, from noon to night j . 
« Till pitchM on Lcmnos, a moft piteous fight, . 

« The Sintians hardly could my. breath recall, 

* Giddy and gafping with the. dreadful fall. 

She fmird : and, fmiling, herwhite.arm difpla^^'d 
To. reach the bowl her aukward fon conveyed. 
From riglu to left the generous bowl he. crowned, • 
And dealt the rofy neftar fairly round. 
The gods laugh'd out, unweary'd, as they ipy*<i 
The bufy (kinker hop from fide to fide. 

Thus, feafting to the full, they pafs'd away. 
In bjifsful banquets, all the live-longday. 
Nor wanted melody. With heavenly art 
The Mules fung j each Mufe performM her part^ 

Alternate 
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AtteiTiate warbling; while the golden lyre. 

Touched by Apollo, led the vocal choir. 

The fun at length declined, when every gueil 

Sought his bright palace, and. withdrew to reft ; 

Each had his palace on th' Olympian hill, 

A mafter-ipiece of Vulcan's matchlcfs (kill. 

Ev'n he, the god, who heaven's great fcepter fways^ . 

And frowns amid the lightningfs dreadful blaze. 

His bed of ftate afcending, lay composM j 

His eyes a fweet refrefliing (lumber clos'd : . 

And at his fide, all glorious to behold. 

Was Juno.lodg'd in her alcove of gold. . 



TO THE EARL OF WARWICK, ON THE . 
DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. 

IF, dumb too long, the drooping Mufe hath ft"ay\l. 
And left her debt to Addifon unpaid, 
Blame not her filence, Warwick, but bemoan, 
And judge, oh judge, my bofom by your own« 
What-iwmwft^^-ever felt poetic fires~1 
Sl&w comes the verfe that real woe infpires : 
Grief unafte6led fuits but ill with art. 
Or ilowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 
Can I forget the difmal night that gave 
My foul's beft part for ever to the grave I 
How filent did his old companions tread, 
By midnight lamps, the manfions of the dead. 
Through breathing ftatues, then unheeded things. 
Through rows of warriors, and through walks of kings I 

What- 
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What awe did the flow folemn kn«lJ infpire 5 
The pealing organ, and the paufmg choir j 
The duties by the lawn-rob*d preiatc pay'd ; 
/. d the Isift words*, that duft to duft convey'd ! * 
W hi fpeechlefs o'er thy cloiing grave we bend. 
Accept thefe tears, thou dear departed friend. 
Qh, gone for ever I take this long adieu 5 
And fleep in peace, next thy lovM Montagtie^ - 
To ftrew fre(h laurels, let the tafk be mine^ : 
A frequent pilgrim, at thy facred fliFine ; ■ I 
Mine with true fighs thy abfence to bemoan. 
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ftone. 
If e*er from me thy lovM memorial part. 
May ftiame afflift this alienated heart j 
Of thee forgetful if I form a fon'g. 
My lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue, - 
My grief be doubled from thy image free. 
And mirth a torment, unchaftis'd by thee. 
Oft let me range the gloomy aifles alone. 
Sad luxury ! to vulgar minds unknown. 
Along the walls where fpeaking marbles fliow 
What worthies form the hallow'd mould below ;- 
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held j 
In arms who triumphed 5 or in arts exceii'd j 
Chiefs, grac'd with fears, and prodigal of blood j 
Stern patriots, who for facred freedom flood ; 
Juft men, by whom impartial laws were given j 
And faints who taught, and led, the way to heaven ; 
Ne'er to thefe chambers, where the mighty reft. 
Since their foundation, came a nobler gucft j 

No 
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' Nor e'er was to thfe bowers of blifs convey'd 
A fairer fpilit or .more welcome ihade. 

In. what new region, to the jaft aifign'd,. 
What new employments pleafe th'^ unbody'd jnind ; 
A winged .^fr^«^, through th' ethereal Iky, 
From world to wk)rld unweary'd does he fly ? 

► Or carious trace the long laborious wiaze 
Of heaven's decrees, where wondering angels g^e ? 
I>o«& he deHght to 'hear bold feraphs tell 

. How Michael iMittlcM^ and the dragon fell ; 
Or, TnixM with mildei- cherubim, to glow 

.. In hymns of love, not ill effay'd belcFw ? 
Or doft thou warn poor mortaU l^ft behind, 
A tafic weU-fuitcd;toihy:gentle mind > 
Oh ! if fom^times thy ^potlefs ftfrm defcend $ 
To me, thy aid, thou ^ardian genius, lendl 
When rage milguides me, or when fear alamos. 
When pain diftre^s, or -when plerfure charms. 
In filent whifpei'ing^ purer thoughts impart, 
And turn from ill, a frjjil and fe<^ble heart j 
Lead thfdugh fhe.path« thy virtue trod brfore, 
Till blifs iball jo4vi> nor death can part w moi^. 

That awful form, which, fo the heavens decree, 
Muft ftill- be lovM and ftill deplorM by tne j 
..In nightly vifions feWdm fails to rife, 
. Or, rous'd by 'Pancy^ meets , my w^ing^eyes. 
If bufinefs calls, or crouded courts invite; 
, Th' unblemifh'dlbtefman feems to ftrike my fi^it^ 
If in the ftage I feek'to fodth my c»e j 
X meet his foul which breathes 'in-CatO^there 5 

4 If 
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If pen five to the rural (hades I rove j 
His fhape o'ertakes roe in the lonely grove ; "^ 
'Twas there of juft and good he reafon'd ftrong, 
ClearVl fome great truth, or rais'd fome ferious fong: 
There patient fhow'd us the wife courXe to ftecr, 
. A candid cenfor, and a friend fevere j 
There taught us how to live j and (oh ! too high 
The'price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

Thou hill, whofe brow the antique ftru6lures grace, 
Reared by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race. 
Why, once A> lov'd, when-e'er thy bower appears. 
O'er my dim eye-balls glance the Aidden tears i 
How fweet were once thy profpe^ls frefli and fair. 
Thy (loping walks, and unpolluted air ! 
i How fweet the glooms beneath thy aged trees. 
Thy noon-tide Ihadow, and thy evening breeze ! 
- His image thy fprfaken bowers reftore j 
Thy walks and airy profpe^ls charm no more j 
No more the fummer in thy glooms allayM, 
Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day ihade. 

From other ills, however Fortune frown' d | 
Some -refuge in the Mufe's art I found j 
Kelu6lant now I touch the trembling (iring. 
Bereft of him, who taught me how-to (ing ; 
And thefe fad accents, murmur'd o*er his ura^ 
Betray that abfence, they attempt to mourn, 
^ O I muft I then (now fre(h my bofom bleeds. 
And Craggs in death to Addifon fucceeds) 
The verfe, begun to one loft friend, prolong. 
And we$p a fecond in th' unfioiih'd Coxi^ I 

Thefe 
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Thefe works divine, which on his death-bed laid 
To thee, O Craggs, th* expiring fage convey'd, 
Great, but ill-pmenM monument of fame, 
Nor he furviv'd to^ive, nor thou to claim. 
Swift after him 'thy focial fpirit flies. 
And <:lofe to his, how foori I thy coffin lies. 
Bleft pair ! whofe union future bards (hall tell 
In future tongues : each other's boaft I farewel, 
Farewel ! whom, join'd in fame, in fricndihip try'd. 
No chance could fever, iior the grave divide. 



COLIN AND LUCY. 
A BALLAD. 

OF Leinfter, fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ftream 

Refle6l fo fweet a face : 
Till lucklcfs love, and pining care. 

Impaired her rofy hue. 
Her coral lips, and damafk cheeks. 
And eyes of glofly blue. 

Oh ! have you feen a lily pale. 

When beating rains defcend ? 
So droopM the flow-confuming maid. 

Her life now near its end. 
By Lucy warned, of flattering fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair : . 
•Of vengeance due to broken vov^rs, 
^Ycpcrjur'd fwains, beware. 

There 
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Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring i 
And flirieking at her window thrice. 

The raven flap'd his wing, 
. Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The folemn boding ibund : 
. And thus, in dying wordsj beipoke 
. The virgins <weeping round : 

• '** I hear a voice, you cannot hear, 

" Which fays, I muft not ftay 5 
*' I fee a hand, y«u cannot ^e, 
' ** Which beckons me »way. 
... «< By a falfc heart, and br^oken vows, 
«* In early youtKI die : 

- '' Was i ^ blame, because his bride 

*' Was thiiceajB rich>as I ? 

- " Ah, Colin! give not her thy vow», 

** Vows due to me alone ; 

* ** Nor thcu, frtid maid, .rcceiyc his kiC^ 

" Nor think Wm all thy own. 
" To-morrow, -in the church to wed, 

" Impatient; both prepare I 
<< But know, fotidjmaid 1 «ad know^ falTe man, 
« " That Lticy will beihere! 

•* Then bear my corfe, my comrades^ hew, 
" This bridegroom blithe to meet, 

*< He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
*• I in my winding-flicct." 
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She fpoke, flie dy'd, her corfe was borne> 

The bridegroom blithe to meet^ 
He in his wedding-trim Co gay, 

She in her winding-fheet. 

Then what were perjured Colin's thoughts ? 

How were thefe nuptials kept ? 
The bridefmen flock'd round Lucy dead. 

And all the village wept. • 
Confufion, ihame, remorfe, defpair. 

At once his bofom fwell : 
The damps of death bedew*d his brow. 

He (hook, he groaned, he fell. 

From the vain bride, ah, bride no more ! 

The varying crimfon fled. 
When, ftretch'd before her rival's corfe. 

She faw her huiband dead. 
Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 

Convey'd by trembling fwains. 
One mould with her, beneath one fod. 

For ever h« remains. 

Oft at this grave, the conftant hind 

And plighted maid are feen ; 
With garlands gray, and true-love knots. 

They deck the facred green ; 
But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art. 

This hallow'd fpot forbear j 
Jlemember Colin's dreadful fate. 

And fear to meet him there* 

O TO 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER AT HIS 
COUNTRY SEAT. 

TO Whltton's ihadesy and Hounflow^s airy phun, 
Thou, Kneller, tak'ft thy Aimmer flights in Talny 
In vain thy wiih gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair vilk, ^ni. well-order'd bowers j 
To court thy pencil early at thy gates, 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty waits i 
The boaftful Mufe, of others fame fo furc. 
Implores thy aid to make her own fecure $ 
The Great, the Fair, and, if aught nobler be, 
Aaght more belov'd, the Arts folic it thee. 

How canft thou hope to fly the world, in vain j 

From Europe fever'd by the circling main } 
Sought by the kings of every diftant land. 
And every hero worthy of thy hand ? 
Haft thou forgot that mighty Bourbon fear'd 
He ftill was mortal, till thy draught appeared ? 
That Cofmo chofe thy glowing form to place, 
Amidft her mafters of the Lombard race f 
See on her Titian* s and her Guido's urns. 
Her falling arts forlorn Hefperia mourns ; 
While Britain wins each garland from her brow^ 
Her wit and fi'eedom firft, her painting now. 

Let the faint copier, on old Tiber^s (hore. 
Nor mean the taflc, each breathing buft explore. 
Line after line with painful patience trace. 
This Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace i 

Vain 
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Vain cai"e of parts ; if, impotent of foul, 

Th* induirious workman fails to warm the whole. 

Each theft betrays the marble wheoce it came. 

And a cold ftatue ftifFens in the frame. 

Thee Nature tatigbt, nor Art her aid denyM> 

The ktndeft miftiiefs, and the fm-eft guide. 

To catch a likenefs at one piercing fight. 

And place the faireft in the faireft light ; 

Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toiIs» 

'Or on thy palette lie the blended oils^ 

Thy fmie£$ chalk has half atchievM thy art. 

And her juft image makes Cleor^ ftait. 

A mind that grafps the whole is rarely found, 
Half learn'd, half painters, and half wits abound j 
Few, like thy genius, at proportion aim. 
All great, ail graceful, and throughout the fame. 

Such be thy life, O iince the glorious rage 
That fir'd thy youth, flames unfubdued by age ; 
Though wealth, nor fame, now touch thy fated mind, 
Still tinge the canvas, bounteous to mankind; 
Since after thee may rife an impious line, 
Coarie manglers of the human face divine^ 
Paint on, till Fate diffolve thy mortal part^ 
And live and die the monarch of thy art* 



O z ON 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE EARL OF 
CADOGAN. 

OF Majrlboroiigfa*s captains and Eugenio^s friend^;. 
The lafty Cadogan, to the grave defcends : 
Low lies each band, whence BIenfaeim''8 glory fpning. 
The chiefs who conquerM, and the bards who fung. 
From his cold corfe though every friend be fled, 
Lo 1 Envy waits, that lover of the dead : 
Thus did.fhe feign o*er Nadau^s bearfe to mourn | 
Thus wept infidious, Churchill, o-er.thy urn j 
To blalt the living, gave the dead their due. 
And wreaths, herfelf had tainted, trim'd anew« 
Thou, yet unnam'd.to fill his eropty place. 
And lead .to war thy country's growing race, 
TaM every wifli a Britiih heart can frame. 
Add palm to palm, and riie from fame to .fame. 

An hour mud come, when thou /halt hear -with rage ' 
Thyfelf traducM, andxurfe a thanklefs age r 
Nor yet for this decline the generous firife, i 

Thefe ills, brave man, ihall quit thee with thy life j ' 

Alive though ftain'd by every abjeft flave. 
Secure of fame and juftice in the grave. 
Ah \ no— when once the mortal yields to Fate, 
The blaft of Fame^s fweet trumpet founds too latfi. 
Too late to ftay the fpirit on its flight, 
'Or footh the new inhabitant of light } 
Who hears regardlefs, while fond man, diftrcfs*d. 
Hangs on the abfent, and laments the bleft* 

rarewcS 
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Farewell then Farae,ill fought through fields and blood, 
Farewell unfaithful promifer of good : 
Thou mufic, warbling to the deafenM ear ! 
Thou incenfe wafted on the funeral bier ! 
Through life purfued in vaiii, by death obtain'd. 
When afk'd deny'd us, and when given difdain'd. 



AN ODE INSCRIBED TO THE EARL OF 
SUNDERLAND AT WINDSOR. 



THOU dome, where Edward firft enroll'd 
His red-crofs knights and barons bold, 
Whofe vacant feats, by Virtue bought. 
Ambitious emperors have fought : 
Where Britain's foremoft names are found, 
Jn peace belov*d, in war renowrt'd, 
Who made the hoftile nations moan, 
-Or -brought a blefling on their own : 

n. 

Once more a fon of Spencer waits, 
A name familiar to thy gates ; 
{sprung from the chief whofe prowefs gain'-d 
The Garter while thy founder reignM, 
He offer'd here his dinted fliield. 
The dread of Gauls in CreflTi's field. 
Which, in thy high-arch'd temple rals'd, 
Jor four long centuries hath blaz'd, 

G 3 III. Thcfc 
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in. 

Thefe feats our fires> a hardy kind> 
To the fierce fons of war confined. 
The flower of chivalry, who drew 
With finew^d arm the f^ubbom yew : 
Or with heav'd pole-ax cleared the field j 
Or who, in jtifts and tourneys flciird. 
Before their ladies* eyes renownM, 
Threw horle and horfeman to the ground. 

IV. 

In after-times, as courts refinM, 
Our patriots in the lift werejoin'd. 
Not only Warwick ftain'd with blood. 
Or Marlborough neai* the Danube's flood. 
Have in their crimfon crofles glowed j 
But, on juft lawgivers beftowM, 
Thefe emblems Cecil did inveft. 
And gleam'd on wife Godolphin's breaft, 

V. 

So Gi'eece, ere arts began to rife, 
Fix'd huge Orion in the (kies. 
And ftern Alcides, fam'd in wars, 
Bcfpangled with a thoufand ftars ; 
Till letterM Athens round the pole 
Made geniler conftellations roll $ 
In the blue heavens the Lyre ihe ftning. 
And near the Maid the * Balance hung« 

VI. The«t 

^ Names of Conilellations, 



AN ODE. i^V 

VI. 

Then, Spencer, mount amid the band. 
Where knights ,2ind king* promifcuous ftand. 
What though the hero's flame reprefs'd 
Burns calmly in thy generous breaft4 
Yet who more dauntlefs to oppofe 
In doubtful days our home-bred foes t 
Who raisM his country's wealth fo high. 
Or vi«w'd with lefs defiring eye! 

VII. 

The fege who large of foul furvey« 
The globe, and all its empires weighs. 
Watchful the various climes to guide. 
Which feas, and tongues, and faiths dLvidc, 
A aohler name in Windfor's (hrine 
.Shall leave, if right the Mufe divine. 
Than fprung of old, abhorr'd and vain, 
Fjora ravaged realms and myriads (lain. 

VIII. 

Why praife wc, prodigal of fame, 
The rage that fets the world on flame ? 
My guiltlefs Mufe his brow fliall bind 
Whole godlike bounty fpares mankind. 
For thole, whom bloody garlands crown, 
The brafs may breathe, the marble frown, 
To him, through every refcued land. 
Ten thoufand living trophies fland. 

O 4 KEN- 
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KENSINGTON GARDEN, 
** —Campos, ubi Troja fiiit.'' V^RG. 

WHERE Kenilngton high o*er the neighbcMiring 
lands 
'Midft greens and fweets^ a Fegal fabrtc, ftands* 
And fees each fpring* luxuriant in her bowers, 
A fnow of blolTonftSy and a wild of flowers. 
The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair 
To gravel walks, and unpolluted air. 
Here, while the towft in danaps and daricnefs Ties, 
They breathe in fun-ihine, and fee azure lldes ; 
Each walk, with robes of various dyes beipread, 
^eems from afar a moving tulip-bed^ 
Where rich brocades and glofly damaiks gK)w» 
And chints, the rival of the (howery bow. 

Here England's daughter^ darling of the land. 
Sometimes, furrounded with her virgin band. 
Gleams through the (hades. She, towering o'er the reft. 
Stands faireft of the fairer kind confeft, 
PormM to gain hearts, that Briinfwick's cauTe -deny*d. 
And charm a people to her father's fide. 

Long have thefe groves to royal guefts beenknown^ 
Kor Naflau firft prefer'd them to a throne* 
Ere Norman banners wavM in Biitiih air | 
Ere lordly Hubba with the golden hair 
PourM in his Danes ; ere elder Julius came | 
Or Dardan Brutus gave our ifle a name i 
A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood. 
The Xcenc of wars, and Ilain'd with lovers* biood. 

You, 
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You, who through gazing crowds, your captive throng^. 
Throw pangs and paflions, as you move along, 
Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes. 
Where all unlevel'd the gay garden lies -. 
If generous anguifli for another's pains^ 
Ere heav'd your hearts, or fhiver'd through your veins. 
Look down attentive on riie pleafing dale, 
And liften to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow fpace, where now in living rows 
Line above line the ycw'3 fad verdure grows. 
Was, ere the planter's hand its beauty gave, 
A con>mon pit, a rude unfaftiion'd cave. 
The landlkip now fo fweet we well may praife t 
But far, far fweeter in its antient days. 
Far fweeter was it, when its peopled ground 
With fairy domes and dazzling towere wacs xrrown'd. 
Where in the midft thofe verdant pillars fpring, 
Kcfe the pr^ud palace of the Elfin king j 
For every hedge of vegetable green. 
In happier years a crowded ftrcet was feen- 5 
l«Ior all thofe leaves that now the proipeft grace, 
-Could match theiiumbers of its pygmy race. 
W^hat urg'd ^is mighty empire to its fate, 
A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. 

When Albion rulM the land, whdfe liYieage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame. 
Their midnight pranks the fprightly fairies, play'd 
'On every hill, and dancM in every fhade. 
But, foes to fun-fliine, moft they took delight 
In dells and dales conceal'4 from iiumaa %ht.: 

Theia 
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There hew'd their houfes in the arching rock $ 

Or fcoopM the bafem of the blafted oak ; 

Or heard, o'erihadow'd by ibme Ihelving hill. 

The diftant nuirmurs of the falling rill. 

They, rich in pitfer'd fpoik, indulged tb«ir mirtl^ 

And pity'd the huge wretched ions of earth. 

Ev'n now, *tis faid, the hinds <)'erhear their Ibraixiy 

And ftrive to view their airy forms in vain : 

They to their cells at man's approach repair^ 

Like the fliy leveret, or the mother-bare. 

The whilft poor mortals ftartle at the found 

Of unfeen footfteps on the haunted ground. 

Amid this garden, theiv with wxxkJs o*«rgrowny 
Stood the Ibv'd ieatof royal Oberon, 
From every region to his palace-gate 
Came peers and princes of the fairy ftate. 
Who, rank'd in council round the facred fliade. 
Their monarch's will and great behcfts obey'd. 
From Thames' fair banks, by lofty towers adom'd^ 
With loads of plunder oft his chiefs retum'd : 
Hence in proud robes, and colours bright and gay^ 
wShone every knight and every lovely fay. 
Whoe'er on Powell's dazzling ftagc difplay'd. 
Hath f am'd king Pepin and his court furvey'd. 
May guefs, if ^Id by modern things we trace^ 
The pomp and fplendor of the faiiy-race. 

By magic fcnc'd, by fpells encompafs*d rounds 
Vo mortal touch'd this interdicted ground} 
No -mortal enter'd, thofe alone who came 
StQl*n from the couch of fome teortfiual dame t 

For 
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For ©ft of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 
And left fome fickly changeling in their ftead. 

It chancM a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was fofter'd here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milkah for wiks above her peers renown'^d^ 
Deep-lkiird in charms and many a jny^c found. 
As through the r^al dome (he fought for prey, 
ObfervM the infant Albion where he lay 
In mantles broiderM o'er with gorgeous pride. 
And ftole hira from the deeping mother's fide. 

Who new but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind I 
The time fhall come when thou fhalt dearly pay 
The theft, hard-hearted I of that guilty day : 
Thou in thy turn fhalt like the queen repine. 
And all her forrows doubled fhall be thine : 
He who adorns thy houfe, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, fhall at length deflroy« 

Two hundred moons in their pale ccurfe had feen 
The gay^rob'd fairies glimmer on the green. 
And Albion now had reach'd in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals meafure time. 
Flufh'd with refiftlefs charms he lir'd to love 
Each nymph and little Dryad of the grove ^ 
For ikilful Milkah fpar'd not to emjf^oy 
Her utmofl art to rear the princely boy j 
Each fuppk limb fhe fwath'd, and tender bone. 
And to the Elfin ftandard kept him down ; 
She robb'd dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit, 
Jind fed him early with the daify's roet> 

Whence 
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Whence through his veins the powerful juices r^b^^ 

And form'd in beauteous miniature the man* 

Yet dill) two inches taller than the reft^ 

His lofty port his human birth confeft j 

A foot in height, how ftately did he (how I 

How look fupcrior on the crowd below I 

What knight like him could tofs the rufhy lance ! 

Who move fo graceful in the mazy dance ! 

A ihapeib nice, or features half £b fair. 

What elf could boaft 1 or fuch a flow of hair ! 

Bright Kenna faw« a princtfs born to reign. 

And felt the charmer burn in every vein. . 

She, heirefs to this empire's potent lord, 

Prais'd like the ftars, and next the moon ador'd. 

She, whom at diftance tlironcs and princedoms viewed. 

To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel fued. 

In her high palace languifti'd, void of joy. 

And pin'd in fecret for a mortal boy. 

He too was fmitten, and difcreetly drove 
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin's love. 
For her he culi'd the faireft flowers that grevr. 
Ere morning funs had drained their fragrant dew^ 
He chac'd the hornet in his mid-day flight. 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night ; 
When on ripe fruits ftie caft a wifliing eye. 
Did ever Albipn think the tree too high • 
He fhow'd her where the pregnant goldfinch hung. 
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young j 
To her th' infcription on their eggs he read, 
(Admire, ye clerks^ the jrouth whom Milkah bred) 



TCENSINGTOK GARDEN. 207 

To her he fhow'd each herb of virtuous juice, 
Their powers diftinguifh'd, and defcrib'd their ufe : 
All vain their powers, alas » to Kenna prove. 
And well fung Ovid, ^* There 's no herb for love.** 

As when a ghoft, enlarged from realms below. 
Seeks its old friend to tell fome fecret woe. 
The poor fhade ihiveriDg ftands, and muft not break 
His painful filence, till the mortal fpeak : 
So far'd it with 'the little love-iick maid. 
Forbid to utter, what her eyes betray'd. 
He faw her anguifh, and reveal'd his flame. 
And fpar'd the "blttflics of the tongue-ty'd dame. 
The day would fail me, fhould I reckon o'er 
The fighs they laviihM, and the oaths thay fwore 
In words fo melting, that comparM with thofe 
The niceft courtihip of terreftrial beaux 
Would found like compliments, frona country clown* 
To red-«cheek'd fweet-hearts in their home-fpun gowns* 

All in a Jawn of many a various- hue 
A bed of flowers (a fairy foreft) grew s 

'Twas here one noon, the gaudiefl: of the May^ 
The ftill, the fecret, fiknt, liour of day. 
Beneath a lofty tulip''s ample fliade 

Satrthe young lover and tb^ immortal maid. 

They thought all fairies ilept, ah, lucklefs pair t 

Hid, but in vain, in the fun^s noon-tide glare ! 

When Albion, leaning on his Kenna^s bread. 

Thus all the foftnefs of his foul expreft: 

* All things are hufli'd. The fun's meridian rays 

4 Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze : 

< Nor 



3o€ TICKELL'S POEMS. 

Nor moon nor ftar in heaven^s blue arcfa is iecn 
With kindly rays to filver o'er the green. 
Grateful to fairy eyes j they fecret take 
Their reft, and only wretched mortals wake* 
This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 
A world to me, a multitude in one. 
Oh, fweet as dew-drops on thefe flowery lawns. 
When the flcy opens, and the evening dawns ! 
Straight as the pink, that towers lb high in air. 
Soft as the blow-bell I as the daify, fair ! 
Bleft be the hour, when firft I was conveyed 
An infant captive to this blifsful fliade ! 
And bleft the hand that did my form refine. 
And flirunli my ftature to a match with thine ! 
Glad I for thee renounce my royal birth, 
And all the giant-daughters of the earth. 
Thou, if thy breaft with equal ardour bum. 
Renounce thy kind, and love for love return*. 
So from us two, combinM by nuptial ties, 
A race \inknown of demi-gods fliall rife* 
O fpeak, my love I my vows with vows repay. 
And fweetly fwear ray rifrng fears away.' 
To whom (the fliining azure of her eyes 

More brightenM) thus th^ enamourM maid rejrfies : 
' By all the ftars, and flrfl the glorious inoon> 

' I fwear, and by the head of Oberon, 

* A dreadful oath 1 no prince of fairy line 

* Shall e^r in wedlock plight his vows wkh mine. 

* Where-e'er my footfteps in the dance are feen, 

< May toadflools rife, and mildews blaft the green, 

4 • May 
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< May tke keen eaft-wir\d blight my lavoiirtte flowers^ 
'And (hakes and fpotted adders haont my bowers. 

' Confia'd whole ages in an hemlock ihade 

< There rather pine I a neglefted maidy 

* Or worfe, exil'd from Cynthia^s gentle rays^ 

* Parch in the fun a tboDifand ruraper-daysy 

* Thaik any princey a prince of fairy line, 

' In facred wedlock plight his vows witk mine.* 

She ended : and with lips of rofy hue 
DipM Ave tiiaes over in ambrofial dew. 
Stifled his words. When, from his covert rear'd, 
The frowning brow of Oberon appear'd. 
A fun-flower's trunk wa« near, whence (killing /igiit !) 
The monarch'd ifued, half an ell in heigiit i 
Full on the pair a furious look he caft, 
Nor fpoke j but' gave his bugle-horn a blafl 
That through the woodland echoed far and wid^ 
And drew a fwarm of flibje^ls to his fide. 
A hundred chofen knights, in war renownM, 
Drive Albion banifti'd from the facred ground j 
And twice «en myriads guard the bright abodes. 
Where the j^oud king, amidfl his demi-gods. 
For Kenna's fudden bridal bids prepare. 
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 

If fame in arms, with antient birth combinM, 
A faultlefs beauty, and a fpotlefs mind. 
To love and praife can generous fouls incline. 
That love, Azuriel, and that praife, was thine. 
Blood, only U& than royal, HUM thy veins, 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains. 

Where 
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Where now the ikies high HoIlaQd-Houfe invades^ 

And fliort-liv'd Warwick fadden'd all the (hades. 

Thy dwelling ftood : nor did in him afford 

A nobler owner, or a lavelier lord. 

For thee a hundred fields produc'd their ftore. 

And by thy name ten thoufand vaflals fwore j 

So lovM thy name, that, at their monarck*s choice^ 

All fairy (hoirted with a general voice. 

Oriel alone a-fccret rage fuppreft. 
That from his hofom heav'd the gulden -veft. 
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran. 
Wide was his range, and populous his clan. 
When cleanly fei*vants, if we truft old tales, 
Befide their wages had good fairy vails. 
Whole heaps of filver tokens, nightly paiil 
The careful wife, or the neat dairy-maid^ 
Sunk not his ftores. With fmiles and powetfiil bribes 
:He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes. 
And ere the night the face of heaven had changed, 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rangM. 

Mean -while, driven back to- earth, a lonely way 
The chearlefs Albion wander'd -half the day, 
A long, long journey, choak'd with brakes and thonw 
Jll-meafur'd by ten thoufand barley-corns. 
Tir'd out at length, a fpreading ftream be (jpj'd 
Ted by old Tharae, a daughter of the tide : 
Twas then a fpreading ftream, though now, it9 fame 
''Obfcur'd, it bears the Creek's inglorious name. 
And creeps, as through contrafted bounds it drays, 
A leap for boys in thefe degenerate day«. 

Ob 
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On the clear cryftal's verdant bank he ftood. 
And thrice lookM backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groan'd^ and thrice he beat his breaft. 
And thus In tears his kindred gods addreft. 

* If true, ye watery powers, my lineage came 

* From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame j 

* Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 

* Through all your grottoes waft my plaintive found, 

* And urge the god, whofe trident (hakes the earth, 

* To grace his offspring, and affert my birth.* 
He faid. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer. 

And, touched with pity for a lover^s care. 
Shoots to the Tea, where low beneath the tides 
Old Neptune in th' unfathomM deep reiides. 
Rouz'd at the news, the fea^s (lern fultan fwore 
Revenge, and fcar<^ from prefent arms forbore 1 
But firft the nymph his harbinger he fends. 
And to her care the favourite boy commends. 

As through theThames her backward courfe ihe guide^^ 
Driv'n up his current by the refluent tides. 
Along his banks the pygmy legions fpread 
She fpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 
Soon with wrongM Albion^s name the hoft ihe fires. 
And counts the ocean's god among his fires $ 

* The ocean's god/ by whom fhall be overthrown, 

* (Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 

* See here beneath a toadftool's deadly gloom 

* Lies Albion : him^hc fates your leader doom.. 

* Hear, and obey j 'tis Neptune's powerful call> 

* By him Azuriel and his king fliall falU' 

P She 
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She faid. They bowM : and on their (hields up-bere 
With fiiouts their new faluted emperor. 
Ev'n Oriel fmil'd ; at leaft to fmile he drove. 
And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love. 

See now the monrner of the lonely (hade 
By gods proteftcd, and by hofts obey'd, 
A Have, a chief, by fickle fortune's play. 
In the fhort courfe of one revolving day. 
What wonder if the youth, fo ftrangely bleft^ 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breaiJ ! 
His thick embattled troops, with fecrct pride. 
He views extended half an acre wide j 
More light he treads, more tall he feems to rifc^ 
And ftruts a ftraw- breadth nearer to the (kies. 

O for thy Mufe, great Bard *, whofe lofty drains. 
In battle joined the Pygmies and the Cranes I | 

Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, | 

J)ach coloured legion in my verfe fhould ihine. I 

But fimple I, and innocent of art, I 

The tale, that foothM my infant years, impart, ' 

The tale I heard whole winter-eves, untirM, 
And fing the battles, that my nurfe infpir'd. , 

Now the fhrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arins^ | 

To rank and file reduce the draggling fwarms. | 

Thick rows of fpears at once, with fudden glare* I 

A grove of needles, glitter in the air ; J 

Loofe in the winds fmall ribbon (h-eamers flow. 
Dipt in all colours of the heavenly-bow. 
And the gay hoft, that new its march purfues. 
Gleams o'er the meadovvs in a thoafand hues. 

On 

• Mr, Addifon. 
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On Buda's plaiYis thus formidably bright. 
Shone Alia's fons, a pleafing dreadful fight. 
In various t'obes their filken troops were feen. 
The blue, the red, and prophet's facred green s 
When blob'mi'ng Brunf\^ick, rear the Danube^s flood^. 
Firft ftainM his maiden fword in Turkifti blood* 

Unfeen lind filent march the flow brigades 
Through pathlefs wilds, and unfrequented ihades* 
In hope already vanquifli'd by furprizey 
In Albion's power the fairy empire lies 5 
Already has he feiz'd on Kenna's charms> 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 

The march concludes :. and now in profpept near>-. 
But fencM with arms, the hoftile towers appear. 
For Ob^ori, or Druids falfely fing. 
Wore his prime vifier in a magic ring,. 
A fubtle fpright, that opening plots foretold 
By fudden dimnefs on the beamy gold. 
Hence, in a crefcent form'd, his legions bright 
With beating bofoms waited for the fight 5 
To charge their foes they march, a glittering band>. 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel ftand.. 

What rage that hour did Albion's foul poffefs, 
IL.ct chiefs imagine, and let lovers guefs ! 
Forth ifTuing from his ranks, that ftrove in vain- 
To check his courfe, athwart the dreadful plain 
He ftrides indignant : and with haughty cries 
To (ingle fight the fairy prince defies. 

Forbear I rafli youth, th' unequal war to try y. 
NoFji ipniDg from mortals, with immortals vie.. 

P 2 No 
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No god ftands ready to avert thy doom. 

Nor yet thy grandfire of the waves is come. 

My words are vain — no words the wretch can Tnove^ 

By beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by love : 

He longs,' he burns, to win the glorious prize. 

And fees no danger, while be fees her eyes. 

Now from each hoft the eager wan-iors ilart. 
And furious Albion flings bis hafty dart. 
'*Twa8 feather'd from the bee's trani'parcnt wing;. 
And its (haft ended in a hornet's fting j 
But, toft in rage, it flew without a wound. 
High o'er the foe, and guiltlefs pierc'd the grounds 
Not fo AzuriePs : with unerring aim. 
Too near the needle-pointed javelin came. 
Drove through the feven-fold fhield, and filken veft. 
And lightly ras'd the lover's ivory breaft. 
Rouz'd at the fmart, and rifing to the blow. 
With his keen fword he cleaves his fairy foe. 
Sheer from the fhoulder to the wafte he cleaves. 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves* 

His ufelefs fteel brave Albion wields ho more,^ 
But fternly fmiles, and thinks the combat o*er i 
So had it been, had aught of moital ftialn. 
Or lefs than fairy, felt the deadly pain. 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in fight 
Gafh'd and difmemberM, eafily unite* 
As fome frail cup of China's pureft mold. 
With azure vamifhM, and bedropt with gold,. 
Though broke, if cur'd by fome nice virgin's hands. 
In its old flrengtli ahd prifline beauty ftands j 

The 
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The tumults of the boiling bohea braves, 

And holds fecure the coffee's fable waves : , 

5o did AzuriePs arm, if fariie fay true. 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence firft it grew; 

And, whilft in wonder fix'd poor Albion Hood, , 

PlungM the carft fabre in his heart's warm blood- 

The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove. 

The breaft, to Kenna facred and to love, 

Lie rent and mangled : and the gs^ping wound 

Pours out a flood of purple on the ground. 

The jetty luftre fickens in his eyes : 

On his cold cheeks the bloomy fre/hnefs die^ 

* Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he try'd to fay, 

* Kenna, farewell V and %hM his foul away. 
His fall the Dryads with loud .ihrieks deplore. 

By iifter Naiads echo'd from the (hore. 

Thence down to Neptune's fecret realms convey 'd. 

Through grotts, and glooms, and many a coral (hade. 

The fea's great fire, with looks denouncing war, 

Tlie trident (hakes, and mounts the pearly caiT : 

With one ftem frown the wide-fpread deep deforms. 

And works the madding ocean into ftorms. 

O'er foaming mountains, and through burfl^ing tides> 

Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides. 

Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 

It (hoots, and lands him on the deflin'd (bore. 

Now fix'd on earth his towering (Mature ftood. 
Hung o'er the mountains, and o'orlook'd the wood. 
To ^rurapton's grove one ample (b*ide he took, 
(The valleys trembled, and the fbreits (hook) 

P 3 The 
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The next huge ftep reached the devoted /hade. 
Where choakM in blood was wretched Albion I^id-: 
Where now the vanqui/h'd, with the vicl:ors joiQ*4» 
Beneath the regal banners ftood corabin'd. 

Th' embattled dwarfs with rage and fcom he paft. 
And on their town his eye vindiftive caft. 
In deep foundations his ftrong trident cleaves. 
And high in air th' up-rooted empire heayes i 
On his broad engine thp vaft ruii) hung. 
Which on the foe with force divine he flung : 
Aghaft the legions, in th' approaching ikad.e, 
Th' inverted fpires and rocking domes furvey'd. 
That downward tumbling on the hoft bclovy 
CrufiVd the whole nation at one dreadful blow. 
Towers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are together loft. 
And a whole empire falls to footh fad Albion^s gboft* 

Such was the-period, long-reftrain'd by fate. 
And fuch the downfal of the fairy ftate. 
This dale, a pleafing region, not unbleft. 
This dale pofleft they ; and had ftill pofleftj 
Had not their monarch, with a father's prido. 
Rent from her lord th' inviolable bride, 
Raih to diffolve the contra6t feal'd above, 
The folemn vows and facred bonds of love. 
Now, where his. elves fofprightly danc'd the round* 
No violet breathes, nor daify paints the ground. 
His towers and people fill one common grave, 
A ihapelefs ruin, and a barren cave. 

Beneath huge hill* of fmoking piles he lay 
Stunn'd and confounded a whole fummer'« day, • 
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At length awakM (for what can long refhain 

'Unbody'd fpirits !) but awak'd in pain : 

And as he faw the defolated wood, 

And the dark den where once his empire flood. 

Grief chiird his heart : to his half- opened eyes 

In every oak a Neptune feem'd to rife : 

JH« fled* : and left, with all his trembling peers. 

The long pofleifion of a thoufand years. 

Througft bufh, through brake, through groves and 
gloomy dales. 
Through dank and dry, o'er ftreams and flowery vales, 
DireA they ied j but often look'd behind, 
AndftVpt and ftarted at each ruftling wind. 
Wing'd with like fear, his abdicated bands 
I>i(J)erfe and wander into different lands. 
Part hid beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie* 
In filent glooms impervious to the fky ; 
Part on fair Avon's margin feek repofe, 
Whofe flream o'er Britain^s midmofl region flows. 
Where formidable Jileptune never came. 
And iVas and oceans are but known by fame : 
Some to dark woods and fecret Ihade retreat : 
And fome on mountains choofe their airy feat* 
There haply by the ruddy d'amfel feen, 
►Or fhepherd«-boy, they featly foot the green. 
While from' their fleps a circling verdure fprings ; 
But fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings. 

Mean-while fhd iCertna, loth to quit the grove. 
Hung o'er iHe body of her bre^Cthlefs love, 
Ti^'d every ait, (vain arts ! ) to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows!) to join him in the tomb. 

P 4 Wha« 
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AVhat could (he do > the fates alike denj 
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die. 

An herb there grows (the fame old • Homer 1 
Ulyfles bore to rival Circe's (pells) 
Its root is ebon -black, but fends to light 
A ftem that hem's with flowrets milky white^ 
JVIoly tiie plant, which gods and fairies kno-w^ 
But fecret kept from mortal men below. 
On his pale limbs its virtuous juice (he (bed, 
Andmurmur'd mydic numbers o'er the dead. 
When lo ! the little (hape by magic power 
Grew lefs and lefs, contra£led to a flower j 
A flower, that firft in this fweet garden fmil'd. 
To virgins facred, and the fnow-drop ftyl'd. 

The new-born plant with fweet regret (he view'd, 
Warm'd with her fighs, and with her tears bedew'd, 
Jts ripen'd feeds from bank to bank convey'd. 
And with her lover whiten'd h^f the (hade. 
Thus won from death each fpring (he (ees him grow. 
And glories in the vegetable fnow. 
Which now increased through wide Britanma''s plains, 
Jts parent's warmth and fpotlefs name retains, 
Firft leader of the flowery race afpires, 
And foremoft catches the fun's genial (ires. 
Mid frofts and fnows triumphant dares appear. 
Mingles the feafons, and leads on the year. 

Dcferted now of all the pigmy race, " 
Norman nor fairy touch'd this guilty place. 
In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age. 
It lay ace mil, themaik of Neptune's rage. 

Till 
• Odyflf. Lib, x. 
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Till great NafTau recloathM the dcfart fhade, 
Thence facred to Britannia*s monarchs made. 
""Xwas then the green -rob'd nymph, fairKenna, came, 
(Kenna that gave the neighbouring town its name.) 
Proud when Ihe faw th' ennobled garden fhine, 
'With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line, 
She vow'd to grace the raanfions once her own, 
And pifture out in plants the fairy town. 
To far-fam'd Wife her flight unfeen (he fped, 
And with gay profpefts fill'd the craftfman*s head. 
Soft in his fancy drew a pleafing fcheme. 
And planned that landfkip in a morning dream. 

With the fweet view the fire of gardens £r*d. 
Attempts the labour by the nymph infpir'd. 
The walls and ftreets in rows of yew defigns, 
And forms the town in all its ancient lines { 
The corner trees Yw lifts more high in air, 
And girds the palace with a verdant fquare ; 
Nor knows, while round he views the rifing fcenes. 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 

With a fad pleafure the aerial maid 
This image of her ancient realm furvey'd, 
How cliangM, how falPn from its primaBval pride ! 
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover dyM, 
Each moon his folemn obfequies flie pays. 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cyntliia^s rays ; 
PleasM in thefe ihades to head her fairy train. 
And grace the groves where Albion's J^infinen reign. 

TO 
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TO A LADY BE FORE MARRIAGE. 

OH ! formed by nature, and refin'd by art. 
With charms to win, and CcnCc to fix the ha' 
Bythoufands fought, Clotilda, can ft: thou £rcc 
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me ? 
Coatent in (hades obfcure to wafte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country wife. 
O ! liften while thy fummers are my theme. 
Ah ! foolh thy partner in his waking dream 1 
In fome fmall hamlet on the lonely plain. 
Where- Thames, through meadows, rolls his ffl^* 

train; 
•Or where high Windfor, thick with greens array'<4 
Waves his old oaks, and fpreads his ample ihadci 
Fancy has figured out our calm retreat j 
Already round the vifionary feat 
•Our limes begin to fhoot, our flowers to fpring. 
The brooks tb munniir, and the birds to fing. 
Where doft thou He, thou thinly-peopled green ? 
Thou namelefs lawn, and village yet unfeen ? 
Where fons, contented with their native grounds 
Ne'er travelM further than ten furlongs round; 
And the tannM peafant, and his ruddy bride. 
Were bom together, and together died. 
Where early lai'ks befttell the morning light; 
And only Philomel difturbs the night ; 
'Midft gardens here my humWc pile (hail rif^ 
With fweets furrounded often thoufand dies; 
Ail favage where th' embroidcr'd gardens end. 
The haunt of echoes (hall my woods afceod i 
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And oh ! if heaven tk* ambitious thought approfc, 

A rill fliall warble cro& the gloomy grove, 

A little rill^ o'er pebbly beds conveyed, 

Gufh down the fteep, and glitter though the glad«. 

What chearing fcents thofe bordering banks exhale ! 

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 

That thrufh how ihrill ! his note £q clear, fo high. 

He drowns each feather'd minftrel of the ikies. 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled mom. 

The deep-raouth'd beag^Ie, and the 4)dghtly hornsj 

Or lure the trout with well-diiferabJed flies. 

Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the (ky. 

Nor fliall thy hand difdain to crop the vine. 

The downy peach, or flavoured nedarine j 

Or rob the bee -hive of its golden hoard. 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy board. 

Sometimes my books by day fliall kill the hours. 

While from thy needle rife the filken flowers,. 

And thou, by turns, to eafe my feeble fight, 

Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 

Oh ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreft. 

Soft whifpering, kt me warn my love to reft 5 

Then watch thee, charm'd, while fleep locks eveiT 

fenfe. 
And to fweet heaven commend thy innocence. 
Thus reign'd our fkthers o'er the rural fold. 
Wife, hale, and honeft in the days of old j 
Till courts arofe, where fubftance pays for fliow. 
And fpecious joys are bought with real woe. 
See Flavia'8 pendants, large, well-fpread, and right, 
TJhe ear that wears them hears a fool each night ; 

i ' J^ark 
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Mark how th' embroider' d colonel fneaks away. 
To ftiun the withering dame that made him gay 3 
That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame 5 - 
That raisM his credit by a daughter's fliame ; 
This coxcomb's ribband coft him half his land. 
And oaks, unmimber'd, bought tliat fool a wand. 
Fond man, as all hrs forrows were foo few, 
Acquires ftrange wants that nature never knew. 
By midnight lamps he emulates the day. 
And deeps, perverfe, the chearful funs away ; 
Prom goblets high-emboft, his wine muft glide, 
Kound hi? clos'd fight the gorgeous 'curtain Aide ; 
3^ruits ere their time to grace his pomp muft rife. 
And three untafted courfes glut his eyes. 
For this are nature's gentle calls withftood. 
The voice of Jconfcience, and the bonds of blood 5 
This wifdora thy reward for every pain. 
And this gay glory all thy mighty gain. 
Fair phantoms woo'd and fcorn^d from age to age. 
Since bards began to laugh, or priefts to rag^. 
And yet, juft curfe on man's afpiring kind. 
Prone to ambition, to example blind. 
Our children's children fhall our fteps purfue. 
And the fame errors be fur ever new. 
iviean while in hope a guiltlefs country fwain. 
My reed with warblings chears th' imagined plain. 
Hail humble fhades where truth and filence dwell ! 
Thou noify town, and faithlefs court, farewell I 
J^arewell ambition, once my darling flame ! V""U 
The thirft of lucre, and the charm of fame! 



TO A. LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 2»i 

In life's by-road, that winds through paths unknown. 
My days, though numbered, fhall be all my own. 
Here fhall they end, (O ! might they twice begin) • 
And all be white the fates intend to ipin. 



A POEM IN PRAISE OF THE HORN-BOOK. 

WRITTEN UNDER A FIT OF THE GOUT. 

<* Magni magna patrant, nos non nlfi ludlcra 

— — Podagra haec otia fecit.**' 

HAIL I ancient book, nioft venerable code I 
Learning's firft cradle, and its laft abode I 
The huge unnumberM volumes which we fee. 
By lazy plagiaries are ftol'n from thee. 
Yet future times, to thy fufficient ftore, 
Shall ne'er prefume to add one letter more. 

Thee will I fing, in comely wainfrot bounds 
And golden verge enclofing thee around ; 
The faithful horn before, from age to age, 
Preferving thy invaluable page ; 
Behind, thy patron faint in armour fhines. 
With fword and lance, to guard thy facred lines t 
Beneath his courier's feet the dragon lies 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy fcarlet cover dies ; 
Th* inftruftive handle 's at the bottom fix'd. 
Left wrangling critics fliould pervert the text* 

Or if to ginger-bread thou fhalt defcend. 
And liquorifh learning to iby babes extei.dj. 

Or 
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Or fugar'd plane, oVrfpread with btatcn gold, 
Does th« fwect treafure of thy kttefs hold 5 
Thou ftill fiialt be my fong— -Apollo's choiR 
I fcorn t' invoke 5 Cadmus my wrfe inipitt s 
'Twas Gadraus who the firft materials brought 
Of all the learning which has iince been taught. 
Soon made compleat ! for mortals ne*er iball know* 
More than contain'd of old the Chrift-crofs row { 
What mailers di6late, or what do£lors preach. 
Wife matrons hence, e'en to our children teach t 
'IB lit as the name of every plant and flower 
(So common that each peafant knows its power). » 
Phyficians in myfterious cant exprefs, 
T' amufe the patient, and inhance their fees j 
So from the letters of our native tongue. 
Put in Greek fcrawls, a myftery too is fprung. 
Schools are erefted, puzzling grammars made. 
And artful men ftrike out a gainful trade ; 
Strange chara^ers adorn the learned gate. 
And heedlefs youth catch at the (hining bait j 
The pregnant boys the noify charms declare. 
And *Tau's, and Delta's, make their mothers ftarei 
Th' uncommon founds amaze the vulgar ear. 
And what 's uncommon never cofts too dear. 
Yet in all tongues the Horn-book is the fame, 
Taught by the Grecian mafter, or the Englifli dame* 
But how fliall I thy endlefs virtuts tell, 

In which thou doft all other books excell ? 

■ 

No greafv thumbs thy fpotlefs leaf can foil, 
No' thy fmooth corners fpoil { 

In 
'- letters t, a. 
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In idle pages no errata ftand> 

To tell the blunders of tbe priater^s hand x 

No Mfcme <ji«dicati&n here is writ^ 

Nor flattcrkif verfe, to praife the author's wit: 

The margin with no tedious notes is vcxM, 

Nor various readings to confound the text ; 

All parties in thy literal fenfc agree, 

Thou perfcft centre of concordancy ! 

Search we the jecords of an antient date. 

Or read what modem hiftorics relate. 

They all proclaim what wonders have been done 

By the plain letters taken as they run : 

** * Too high the floods of paflion us'd to roll, 

<* And rend the Roman youth's impatient foul 5 

*' His hafty anger furni(h'd fcenes of blood, 

*« And frequent deaths of worthy men enfued : 

f* In vain were all the weaker methods try'd, 

'* None could fuffice to ftem the furious tide, 

f* Thy facred line he did but once repeat, 

^« And laid the ftorm, and cool'd the raging heat.*' 

Thy heavenly notes, like angels muiic, cheer 
Departing fouls, and footh the dying ear. 
A.n aged peafant, on his lateft bed, 
iVifh'd for a friend fome godly book to read j 
The pious grandfon thy known handle takes, 
\nd (eyes lift up) this favory lefture makes : 
Ureat A, he gravely read 5 th* important found 
The empty walls and hollow roof rebound : 

Th* 

* The advice given to Auguftus, by Athenodoriis 
he ftoic philofopher. 
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Th' expiring antient rcarM his drooping head. 
And thank'd bis (iars that Hodge had leamM to rrad. 
Great B, the yonker hauls ; O heavenly breath ! 
What ghoilly comforts in the hour of death ! 
What hopes I feel ! great C, pronounced the boy 
The grandfir* dies with extafy of joy. 

Yet in fome laiids fuch ignorance abounds* 
Whole pariflies fcarce know thy ufeful founds. 
Of Efl'ex hundreds fame gives this report. 
But fame, I ween, fays many things in fport. 
Scarce lives the man to whom thou *rt quite unknown. 
Though few th' extent of thy vaft empire own. 
Whatever wonders magic fpells can do 
On earth, in air, in fea, in ihades below ; 
What words profound and dark wife Mahomet ipoke. 
When his old cow an angePs figure took 5 
What ftrong enchantments fage Canidia knew, 1 

Or Horace fung, fierce monfters to fubdue, i 

O mighty book, are all containM in you I j 

All human aits, and every fcience meet. 
Within the limits of thy fmgle fliect : 
From thy vaft root all learning*8 branches grow. 
And all her ftreams from thy deep fountain flow.. 
And, lo I while thus thy wonders I indite, 
Infpir'd I feel the power of which I write ; 
The gentler gout his former rage forgets, 
Lefs frequent now, and lefs feverc the fits t 
Loofe grow the chains which bound my uielefs feet| 
Stiftnefs and pain from every joint retreat } 

Sttrpnsio$ 
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Surprizing fbength c©mcs every moment on, 215 

1 ftand, I ftep, I walk^ and now I run. 
Here let me ccafe, my hobbling numbers flop, 
And at ♦ thy handle hang my crutches up. 

THEllSITES} OR, TJIE LORDLING 

THE GRANDSON OF A BRICKLAYER, GREAT* 
GRANDSON OP A BUTCHER. 

THERSITES of amphibious breed. 
Motley fruit of mongrel feed i 
By the dam from Lordlings fprung. 
By the fire eathard fiwn dung : 
Think on every vice in both. 
Look on him, and fee their growth. 

View him on the mother's fide, 
Fiird with falfchood, fpleen, andpride, 
Pqfitive and over-bearmg. 
Changing ftill, and ftill adhering, . 
Spiteful, peevifli, rude, untoward s 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward t 
When his friends he moft is hard on. 
Cringing comes to b^ their pardon | 
Reputadon ever tearing. 
Ever deareft friendihip fwearing. 
Judgment weak, and paffion ftrongi 
Always various, always \wong : 
Provocation never waits. 
Where he loves, or where he hates. 

<L Tslfcs 

• Votiva Tabula# HoR, 



Wifties it vf/^ifejail ^p^M' 

. From )^l% i^Sh^\f({9^ndl^H W^ 
Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons ? Were *ey butchers? 
. Hwalfl kad thrMuft.aaanf?^ 
From his atayus and grandfire 5 
* Thii was dexterous at nis trowel. 
That was bred to kill a cow well s 
Hei|f»*c^fi08»fif.'4^n#^«^ 
In his. 4|«fc :sii54. tom> ftW * 
Hence thaj^ nip%Q ap^i%-4«l frrf*. 
Like his bojiyt ifHrik^fAfwll 
Hence that w'U* ftfpJwW^ P«>P^ 
Like a.mrw tl»**^» aihqj|l& 
Hence he.te«nM.th«HtHHl*Qr:8 gttU^. 
Hc^Wltft,cHt.a,t}w«%1 ^%4ifi»U«» 
Like a butcher dp!ptfi:d(iftw life* 
In his m^th to .WW. h«;ki\if(U 
Hence he dwws his^ daily .food» 
^rom his tpnantJs. vital .hlqodi. 

Laftly, IttJiis gif» ^ *n^-* 
Borro^iwav the mafoorfidfe 
Some, perhaps, m^y think him able. 
In the ftate ta-buiW a Bahd j 
Couldfwc place him .ift a tetioii 
To deftroy the. old tfo«adatio». 
True, indeed, I (hpulA-b* gladder. 
Could he kara.te iawmt^*Wdcr» 
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May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend. 
In him, tell me, which- prevail. 
Female vices moft, or male ? 
What produced them, can you tell ^ 
Human race, or imp of hell # 
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